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CHAPTER 1 


Friday 8th February, London, England 


The moment Pretti set eyes on him she was besotted. Standing there in his grey 
checked-suit and tie, white shirt and black shoes he looked irresistible even though he 
was old enough to be her father, however, she did not care. He was appealing in a way 
that she couldn’t quite explain. He exuded an air of comfortable confidence that 
suggested he was at ease with himself and those around him. Noticing Pretti eyeing 
him up, he made a beeline for the table outside the café where she was sitting. He 
strode intentionally towards her. 

Anticipating that he was approaching her, Pretti felt a rush of blood to her face as 
the adrenaline began to make her heart beat faster. He stopped in front of her table, 
and leaned forward. 

‘Pardon me,’ he said softly. ‘Have we met before?’ 

Pretti grinned, as she gazed at him. ‘We have now,’ she replied amusingly, 
impressed with his chat up line. 

‘Tam so glad... you see, I am new in London,’ he said, as his right eyelid twitched 
a little. This always happened when he was not being truthful. ‘I could do with a 
friend, especially one as beautiful as you, to show me around this beautiful city.’ He 
was in fact born in that city and he’d spent most of his childhood years in it before his 
parents moved to the county of Kent three years ago, to get away from the hustle and 
bustle of city life. 

‘Unfortunately, I won’t be much good to you,’ Pretti said apologetically. ‘I don’t 
live around here, either.’ She smiled and shrugged her shoulders. 

He stood there as though his feet were glued to the floor and they stared at each 
other. For a moment neither of them uttered a word. It was like they were quite 
content to simply admire each other. Finally, the stranger decided to break the silence. 

‘Err... would you mind if I sit down for a few minutes and perhaps share a drink 
with you?’ he asked hesitantly. ‘As you can see, this is the only seat available and 
besides you seem to be alone.’ 

Pretti’s mouth suddenly went dry. She briefly looked around and could see there 
were other seats available. “Err... yes please... I mean of course you can.’ 

The stranger pulled the chair slightly away from the table, sat down and extended 
his right hand. As she shook it, she looked out across the forecourt to avoid staring at 
his beautiful, tantalising, blue eyes. 

‘I’m Richard,’ he said... ‘Richard Brent. I’m from Ditton, a small town in the 
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county of Kent.’ Whilst that was partially true, because his parents now lived there 
and he had a room in their house which he rarely used, he was a Londoner with his 
own luxury apartment in 18, Trafalgar Square. 

‘I am Pretti,’ she said. 

‘I can see you are,’ Richard replied with a cute smile. 

Pretti was quick to spot the witticism and promptly corrected him. ‘No, my name 
is Pretti... Pretti Evans from Swansea, South of Wales. I was born in India but raised 
in Swansea.’ 

‘Aah, an Indian rose with a Welsh upbringing,’ he commented. So what brought 
you to the city of London, Pretti?’ 

‘A job interview; It is impossible for me to get a job in my home town. The 
depression is biting hard; even people with higher degrees are unemployed,’ she 
grinned and added, ‘what about you?’ her eyes looking deep into his. 

‘Business,’ he said, being deliberately vague. 

‘What kind of business? Not monkey business, I hope?’ Pretti giggled. 

‘Nothing of that sort,’ Richard replied, with a huge grin on his face. 

Although Pretti had only just met him yet she felt totally at ease with him. With a 
slight raise of his hand, Richard caught the waitress’s eye and beckoned her over. 

‘Cappuccino please,’ Richard said. ‘And...?’ he looked at Pretti. 

‘Oh, I'll have what you are having, please,’ she said. 

As the waitress walked away, Richard turned his gaze on Pretti. ‘I hope you don’t 
think I’m trying to pick you up,’ he clarified. 

Pretti felt a surge of adrenaline rushing inside her body as she wished this was 
exactly what he was doing. 

‘Oh, not at all,’ she laughed, feeling momentarily awkward, but he smiled at her 
and she instantly felt at ease again. ‘Actually I am glad you came to talk to me,’ she 
revealed. ‘I was feeling rather lonely sitting here on my own.’ 

‘So, did they give you the job?’ 

‘T’ve not had the interview yet.’ 

‘Oh! Let me guess... you are here looking for a modelling job, because you’ve 
certainly got the looks and figure for it.’ 

Pretti frowned. ‘Me, a model, no chance... An office job is more my style,’ she 
asserted. 

Richard eyed her quizzically. Pretti felt a flush of pride. She knew she was 
attractive, but she didn’t think she was attractive enough to be a model. Her hair was 
black and she wore it cut square to shoulder length. It was soft and moved with every 
movement of her head which she constantly patted back into place. As she gazed at 
Richard he could not help admire her deep brown eyes. Wearing very little jewellery, 
her skin was lightly sun-tanned, and she wore little make-up except on her mouth 
which was wide and sensual. Her midi-length dress was of purple chiffon with a 
square-cut bodice, lasciviously tight across her fine breasts and a three-inch black 
belt. Overall, she was very confident with her looks; but it was the understated way 
that Richard paid her the compliment that she liked. 

Richard was excited by her beauty and intrigued by her composure. 

Their drinks had arrived. 

The minutes that followed had an almost dreamlike quality for her. They talked 
about anything and everything, but very little about themselves. It was as if they’d 
known each other for years and there was no need to probe into each other’s personal 
history. Whilst chatting away, she learned he was single, had a half sister called 
Tamara and his parents were still alive, but little else. He didn’t say whether he’d ever 
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been married, and she felt too shy to ask. There was no way she was going to tell him 
the truth about her past for fear of spoiling the happy moment. She liked his charm 
and courteousness and he was not in the least bit patronizing or condescending in 
spite of his relative experience in the world. She liked the fact that he was a good 
listener and knew how to make her laugh. Having a similar sense of humour was quite 
important to her. 

Richard caught Pretti glancing at her watch. 

‘Err... what time is your interview?’ 

‘Ten o’clock,’ she replied. ‘I think I should get going, I don’t want to be late.’ 

‘Okay... is it far from here?’ 

‘Just in that building across the road,’ Pretti said pointing to it with her forefinger. 

‘Erm... perhaps I could walk you there, if that’s not being too presumptuous of 
me?’ 

Pretti hesitated and then agreed. They got up almost together. As they walked 
along Mortimer Street, he gently guided her across the road by placing his hand softly 
in the small of her back, which sent a shiver up her spine. Minutes later they had 
arrived at their destination. 

‘This is it,’ Pretti said as they stood in front of the Shard building, facing each 
other. The Shard standing 309.6 metres (1,016 ft) high was the tallest building in 
London—87" tallest building in the world at the time, and they looked like little 
people standing in front of the gigantic office block. 

Richard looked surprised, because he was going there too, to meet with a business 
colleague of his. Nevertheless, he decided to keep quiet about it and said goodbye. 

‘It’s been lovely meeting you,’ Pretti said, maintaining eye contact with him. 

‘Thank you for the company,’ Richard said, with a gentle smile. 

‘...and thank you for the engaging conversation and drink,’ Pretti added, and they 
smiled warmly at each other. 

As she turned to enter the building, Richard unexpectedly reached out and lightly 
took hold of her wrist. He raised her arm towards him and gently kissed the back of 
her hand. 

‘Goodbye Pretti, and thanks again,’ he said warmly before walking away without 
looking back, but he could feel her eyes boring into him. He resisted all temptation to 
look back. He didn’t ask for her number but unlike her, he had a feeling they were 
going to meet again sooner than she had realised. Pretti made her way to the 
Reception. # 
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CHAPTER 2 


As Pretti entered the reception area of Shard building, she saw three girls sitting in the 
waiting area. The blonde receptionist behind the teak desk looked very officious and 
the name badge attached to her lapel read Christine — her full name was Christine 
Johnson. The entrance door opened, two more girls walked in, and lined themselves 
next to Pretti. 

‘I have come for the typist job,’ Pretti informed Christine and showed her the 
appointment letter she had received. 

‘Please take a seat,’ Christine told Pretti. 

Whilst waiting to be called, Pretti replayed in her mind her chance meeting with 
Richard and felt somewhat elated; her meeting had boosted her confidence and she 
spent her time in the waiting room wondering about the mysterious Mr. Richard 
Brent. Of course she knew almost nothing about him, but she could still feel the touch 
of his hand in the small of her back. The memory of that slight but intimate gesture 
made her feel warm inside and she began to fantasize about him. They’d never 
exchanged telephone numbers or email address. The chance of ever meeting him 
again was almost zero, Pretti thought. She wished she had been more forward and 
asked him for his telephone number, instead of simply expecting him to ask for hers 
which she would have willingly given. Whilst day dreaming, she was suddenly 
brought back to reality when the receptionist came over and told her that Mr. Fraser 
was ready to see her and instructed her to report to Room 10 on Level 2. 

Pretti took the lift to the second floor and as the lift door slide opened, Pretti got 
out and made her way towards Room 10. Once she got there, she stopped in front of 
it, took out the hand mirror from her handbag to check her makeup before knocking 
on the door. On her first knock she heard a voice asking her to come in. As she 
stepped inside she was stunned. 

Standing behind a huge desk was Mr. Fraser who was just a little less than six feet 
tall, had the almost-slim body of a non-athlete, who no doubt kept in shape at an 
athletic club of some sort. His wavy, black hair had streaks of grey at the temples; 
whilst his sharp eyes and a strong, rather forbidding jaw line made him look quite 
distinguish and like a no-nonsense type of guy. Surprisingly, standing next to him 
leaning against the filing cabinet was Pretti’s mystery encounter, the one and only Mr. 
Richard Brent. She could not believe it. She stood there for a moment and they ogled 
each other, just as they did at the café. It was an awkward moment for Pretti, but for 
Richard it felt as natural as meeting a close friend. When Fraser saw how Pretti and 
Richard looked at each other he wondered if they were acquainted but refrained from 
asking. 
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‘Please come in and take a seat,’ Fraser told Pretti Evans. 

‘Thank you.’ 

‘Now Miss Evans, I have your application here, but no work reference. Is there no 
one I can call for a reference?’ 

‘Well, I have good training but no work experience, sir. This would be my first 
real job. After I’d left school I had to stay at home to look after my sick father who 
lost everything in the crash of ’70, which basically demoralised him. I continued to 
take correspondence courses in shorthand and typing and even word-processing. I 
have my proficiency certificates with me to show you.’ 

Mr. Fraser glanced at the certificates and handed them back to her. 

Pretti continued. ‘Being too old to take the strain, my father’s heart gave up. 
When he died a few months ago, I needed money and the only way I know how get it 
is to get a job. When I saw your advert, I said to myself I can do this job...’ 

She paused for a moment, took a deep breath and then said pleadingly, ‘You see Mr. 
Fraser salary is not the most important thing... what is important to me is that I am 
involved in something I like doing.’ 

Untouched by Pretti’s account, Frazer responded, ‘Miss Evans, this is a very busy 
firm, I need someone who has experience, initiative and is capable of working 
independently.’ 

‘Mr. Fraser, I do not wish to appear rude, but how does one get experience if no 
one is prepared to offer it?’ 

Mr. Fraser was taken aback by Pretti’s profound response. He thought for a 
moment then said in a compassionate voice, ‘Miss Evans, this is a very demanding 
post...’ 

Pretti had to cut in. ‘Please Mr. Fraser, give me a chance to prove myself. I know I 
don’t have work experience but I do have initiative, drive and I don’t need anyone to 
baby sit me,’ she beseeched. 

Fraser discretely glanced at Richard, who had been listening and he nodded. 

Fraser thought for a moment and then said dryly, ‘Well then Miss Evans, how 
would you like to report to work on Monday?’ 

‘Err...’ 


‘Is there a problem?’ 

‘No, no,’ a shocked Pretti replied. ‘Monday would be fine, Mr. Fraser.’ 

As it was Friday, she knew she did not have long to look for a place to live since 
travelling back and forth from Swansea was out of the question. 

Fraser pushed down the button on the intercom and leaned towards the box. 
‘Christine, would you please thank the other candidates. Tell them the position is 
filled.’ 

‘Right, Mr. Fraser,’ said Christine, the blonde receptionist at the front desk was 
also his PA. 


Fraser took his finger off the button. ‘Will fifteen hundred pounds a month be 
satisfactory?’ lower jaw dropped. “Oh yes, sir. Thank you, Mr. Fraser.’ 

‘Christine at Reception will give you a personnel form to fill out and show you 
around quickly. Listen to her and you will learn the ropes very quickly. Good day, 
Miss Evans.’ 

As Pretti left Fraser’s office she just couldn’t believe she’d got the job. She 
couldn’t wait to get home to tell her mum the good news. Somehow she could not 
help wondering if Richard had anything to do with it, because Fraser had not appeared 
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that keen on hiring her. ~ 
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CHAPTER 3 


As soon as Pretti had left the office, Fraser turned to Richard. ‘What’s so special 
about this girl...? Your father has always insisted on hiring people with proven work 
experience!’ 

‘Let’s just say there is a first time for everything,’ Richard grinned. 

‘T don’t understand...’ Fraser shook his head and looked somewhat unhappy. 

‘Try not to worry about it... and remember I am not my father. I’m in-charge 
now.’ 

Fraser shook his head. 

Richard had taken over the publishing house when his father had suffered a stroke 
six months ago; and ever since then he had been pushing his weight around, much to 
Fraser’s displeasure. Fraser, who had worked for the company for almost ten years, 
was not happy with the way the company was being run, but he knew he had to keep 
on the good side of his new boss if he was to keep his job, and reluctantly turned a 
blind eye to Richard’s tendency of flirting with the office girls. 


38 2K ok 


Half an hour later, Richard appeared at the Reception and saw Pretti leaving. 

‘Oh, Miss Evans,’ he said, ‘If you’re not in a hurry to get home, I would like you 
to accompany me to lunch.’ 

Christine, overhearing what Richard had said to Pretti, grinned and shook her 
head. She knew of his womanising ways and was quite familiar with his shenanigans. 

Pretti, on the other hand, felt unable to refuse. They left the Shard building 
together and headed for Milton Square, just two blocks away where he knew a 
marvellous Malaysian restaurant called the Satay House. 

Richard turned to Pretti and asked, ‘Do you like Thai food?’ 

Pretti smiled. ‘I don’t mind trying anything once.’ 

‘Great!’ 

The restaurant turned out to be packed, with several people standing, waiting for 
tables. The manager bustled towards them. 

‘A table for two’, Richard said. 

‘Do you have a reservation?’ 

‘No, but we... ‘ 

‘I’m sorry, but...” he suddenly recognised Richard. ‘Mr Brent, it’s a pleasure to 
see you.” His glance moved to Pretti, and his face lit up. ‘Of course there is a table for 
you.” He led them to a table marked RESERVED, located in a quiet corner of the 
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room. 
When they were seated they learned more about each other. 
They surveyed the menu. ‘What is Udang Tepung?’ Pretti asked. 

Richard glanced at Pretti. ‘That’s battered prawns served with sweet chilli dip. It’s 
very nice!’ 

As the meal went on, Pretti began to like Richard more and more. He really had a 
warm and charming personality. Unlike most billionaires (which Pretti did not know), 
he was completely down to earth. He was very knowledgeable and articulate. When 
he placed the luncheon order with the waiter, there was no hint of superiority. 


‘I have to ask, but did you have anything to do with me getting that job?’ Pretti 
asked, appearing angry. She had always tried to achieve things by her own merit. 

‘No.’ His left eyelid twitched as he lied. The fury on Pretti’s face was quite 
evident. 

‘I see.’ Pretti offered a fake smile. Her smooth face added to her beauty. ‘How do 
you know Mr. Fraser?’ 

‘Fraser and I have been good friends for years. We always help each other out 
whenever we can.’ 

‘So you did influence his decision?’ 

Richard shook his head. ‘Don’t run yourself down. You did it all by yourself. You 
made him realise that we all need a starting point, a chance in life.” Changing the 
topic he said, ‘I am very sorry to learn of your father’s death.’ 

‘Don’t be... you see, my father suffered a lot and at least now he is resting in 
peace. He was very supportive of me when I was young. Sacrificing my career to 
nurse him was the least I could do when he needed me the most.’ 

‘Very commendable,’ Richard remarked. ‘Not a lot of daughters would do that 
these days.’ 

‘Not a lot of daughters had a father like mine,’ Pretti retorted. 


At sunset they left the restaurant and walked back to the very place where they 
had met, drank cocktails al fresco and talked some more. 

‘It’s been a lovely and quite unusual day,’ Pretti said. 

Travelling back and forth from Swansea to London was not a feasible option. 
They discussed where she would stay and he suggested that he could arrange for her 
to stay in an apartment nearby. She didn’t argue with him, as she needed help to find 
accommodation quickly. 

He pulled out his mobile and dialled an Estate Agent. 
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A few hours later, Pretti and Richard arrived at the Regent Tower, a new complex in 
Regent Street where the Estate agent was waiting with the keys outside Apartment 
310 to show them round. It was a one bedroom apartment, fully furnished, and located 
on the third floor. 

As the agent saw Pretti and Richard, he greeted them with a smile and as they 
shook hands he said, ‘I am Chuck,’ then turning to Pretti he said, ‘you are the first 
person to see this place,’ and he opened the apartment door leading both of them 
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inside. 

‘Wow, this is a very nice place,’ Pretti said aloud as she surveyed the lounge with 
its huge window overlooking the city of London. 

“You like what you see, right?’ Chuck asked in his rather effeminate voice. 

‘Yes,’ she said and continued to wander around admiring the furniture. As she 
approached the window, she admired the panoramic view of London. 

‘It’s £400 a month. Is the price alright for you?’ 

Pretti looked at Richard before answering. When the latter nodded she said, ‘Yes it 
sounds reasonable.’ 

‘Make sure you want it, check out the bathroom, bedroom...’ 

Pretti approached the shower room and she was marvelled. 

‘This is very nice, I really love that... How is the pressure in the shower?’ 

‘Very good... the spray is quite strong.’ 

She wandered in the bedroom and also liked what she saw. ‘Very girly and pretty,’ 
Pretti commented. 

Determined to close the deal, Chuck, almost smelling his hefty commission said, 
‘this is going to go fast... so...’ 

Pretti cut in. ‘I believe you... I feel so lucky to have got to see it first,’ Pretti 
remarked, whilst playing with her black hair. 

‘Erm... I will require a couple of things.’ 

‘Okay,’ Pretti replied and listened attentively. 

‘First of all do you want it?’ 

‘Of course, I do,’ she said without hesitation as she flung her hands in the air. ‘I 
need it... I need somewhere to live.’ 

Chuck immediately handed Pretti a clip chart containing a form. ‘This is a rental 
agreement form.’ 

‘Do I need to sign this now?’ 

Chuck grinned. ‘Err... if you want to secure the apartment then yes.’ 

Pretti glanced at Richard and then completed the form. After signing it she gave 
the clipboard back to Chuck. 

‘Now I’ll also need the first month rent upfront and last month’s rent as a security 
deposit...’ 

The cheerful expression on Pretti’s face quickly disappeared. ‘Err...’ 

Richard was quick to jump in. “Chuck, don’t bother about this.’ 

‘But Mr. Brent...” Chuck tried to protest because normally that is what everyone 
would need to do. However, following Mr Brent’s intervention and considering who 
he was, this requirement was waved. Chuck gave Pretti the keys and left. 2 


CHAPTER 4 


How do you respond to someone who has been so helpful? ‘Thank you for helping me 
to secure this apartment so quickly,’ Pretti said lamely to Richard, sounding genuinely 
grateful. She was really impressed. ‘But now, I need to get back home and collect a 
few things,’ Pretti added, with a shrug of her shoulders. 

‘I appreciate it’s a long way to Swansea.’ 

They walked out of the apartment together and made their way to Paddington 
Station. 

Platform No.2 was not unduly crowded, since a train had just gone out, but a 
milling crowd was rushing in several directions at once, to and from undergrounds, 
cafés, indicator boards and other outlets. They arrived at the entrance to Platform 
No.2, and Pretti showed her ticket that would enable her to pass the stern-looking 
Jamaican uniformed guard at the gate. Atthat very moment, a voice, hoarse 
yet refined, came over the loudspeaker. 


‘The train standing at Platform 2,’ the voice said, ‘is the 
6:40 for Swansea stopping at Ealing Broadway, Slough, Reading, 
Swindon, Newport, Cardiff; Bridgend, Neath and Swansea. 
Passengers for Swansea should travel at the rear of the train. 
Passengers for Hereford should change at Swindon.’ 


The voice shut itself off with a click. 

Before getting on the train, Pretti and Richard smiled warmly at each other and as 
Pretti turned to get in the train, Richard offered her his business card. 

‘Please keep this card and do call me when you get home.’ 

Seconds later, the whistle blew, and the train started to leave the station. They 
waved to each other tirelessly as if they were long-term acquaintances. 
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As the train disappeared from sight, Pretti was flushed with the unexpected 
excitement of the day which had zoomed by in a haze of wonderfulness. She settled 
herself back, opened a magazine and flicked through the pages, but her mind was on 
Richard. She shook her head in a vain attempt to refocus, sat up and looked out of the 
window and all she could see was the countryside flying by. 

It was quite dark now, a dreary misty February day—it was only six weeks into 
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the New Year which seemed to have started well for Pretti. Although the country side 
was dreary, it was occasionally rendered cheerful with its constant clusters of lights as 
the train flashed through towns and stations. 

‘Last chance for tea,’ said an attendant, beating open the rubber door dividing the 
carriages. 

Pretti was not interested in having a drink. The attendant went on down the aisle 
uttering his monotonous cry. Her mind slipped back on Richard and the brief but 
pleasing moments she had spent with him. Her satisfied gaze returned to the window, 
a train travelling in the opposite direction rushed by with a scream, making the 
windows rattle and causing her to start. Her train arriving at a station began to slow 
down, presumably in obedience to a signal. For some minutes it crawled along and 
then stopped. Moments later it continued on its way. 

Six hours later, the train had reached Swansea station and Pretti immediately text 
Richard to let him know she had arrived safely. She made her way to her one- 
bedroom flat at Rose Hill Terrace which was one bus stop away from the train station. 
As she entered the bedroom of her flat, she was surprised to see her ex-boyfriend, 
Llew Jenkins, lying in her bed reading a magazine. 

“What are you doing here? How did you get in?’ Pretti yelled furiously at Llew. 

‘I used the key under the mat...did you go somewhere nice?’ he asked in his usual 
curious voice. 

‘I went for an interview if you must know,’ Pretti snapped. 

‘Well, did you get the job?’ 

‘Of course,’ she replied proudly. ‘You are now looking at Mr. Frazer’s personal 
typist,’ she said loftily. ‘I start work on Monday; I’m giving up this flat and moving 
into an apartment in London.’ 

“You're joking?’ 

‘No, if there is a joker in this room, it’s you, so please go and keep out of my life.’ 

Llew and Pretti had been going out together for four years and at one point they 
had even talked of getting married. Since the beginning of their relationship he had 
felt himself in a superior position to Pretti, primarily because he was working and she 
was not. Three times he had cheated on her and three times she had forgiven him. 
Pretti was Llew’s perfect girlfriend. Despite his lies and deception, she had continued 
to make him comfortable and in effect made him one of the most envied men in 
Swansea town; but in truth Llew never had a moment’s peace, for he felt that he did 
not possess Pretti, that there would come a day when she would walk out of his life as 
capriciously as she had wandered into it. He had never been able to forget that day 
when Pretti had packed his things and thrown him out of the flat. He was sick to his 
stomach. Yet, against his better judgement, his experience and his knowledge of 
women he was madly in love with her. His adulterous behaviour was his way of 
trying to make her jealous which had backfired. Pretti was the single most important 
person in his life and when they were together he would spend sleepless nights 
thinking of new ways to make her happy. Each time he succeeded he was promptly 
rewarded with an unsolicited night of passion. 

Although Pretti was born on 20" of May, most of her friends had told her she was 
born one day too early. Like the Gemini that she should have been, she was a great 
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flirt. Each time she looked at another man, Llew was filled with jealousy, but he was 
frightened to let her know about it. After a brief separation, they got together again. 
However, last year during a wedding party Pretti had spent most of her time talking to 
a suave gentleman and when they went home Llew was furious with her. During a 
heated argument, Pretti once again threw all his clothes on the bed and told him to 
pack and get out of the flat. To avoid further altercation, Llew had left quietly. But he 
had come round on several occasions trying to patch up their differences with very 
little success. 

‘Are you serious about leaving Swansea?’ Llew asked, sounding apprehensive. 

‘Yes.’ 

“What about me?’ Llew complained. 

‘What about you? You and J are history.’ 

“You told me to give you some space and I did as you asked. I love you; don’t you 
understand that, Pretti?’ 

‘No I don’t,’ Pretti replied most emphatically. 

Llew studied her for a moment and said, ‘This is not true... you love me, you 
always have and you always will... If marriage is what you want then we can go to 
the registry office first thing tomorrow...’ 

‘Don’t you get it? ... watch my lips: 1DO NOT LOVE YOU ANY MORE!’ 

Llew appeared to not understand why Pretti was behaving so insensitively, 
prompting him to ask, ‘Are you feeling alright?’ 

‘T have never felt better in myself,’ Pretti said decisively, ‘I will feel even better 
still when you are gone.’ 

Pretti’s harsh words ripped Llew apart. He got off the bed, picked up his jacket 
and left. He was not happy at all. 
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As soon as Llew had gone, Pretti breathed a sigh of relief. She immediately 
logged on to Google, carried out a search on Richard Brent and began to read all 
about him. 

One hour later she was one of the world’s foremost authorities on Richard Brent. 
So she thought! She surprisingly learnt that Richard was forty-two years old, a 
wealthy divorcee who owned a publishing company in London... the very company 
that had offered her the job. She further learnt that Richard, after he’d graduated from 
Eton, had inherited the company from his father. The latter had created it and made it 
one of the most successful businesses in publishing. 

Pretti continued to read about how Richard was once married to Fiona Challenger 
- a wealthy socialite. True to her name Fiona was quite a challenge to live with and 
they divorced three years ago. There were no children. Richard Brent became a 
billionaire overnight and has a beach house in Whitstable, Kent. His hobbies are 
cricket, boating and horse racing. He is known as one of the most eligible bachelors. 
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The next day, Pretti visited her mother—Jessica and she couldn’t wait to tell her 
the good news about her job, but deliberately kept quiet about Richard. Delighted 
with the news, Jessica insisted that they go out to celebrate. 

They went to a small Indian restaurant on the high street in Swansea where they 
had an excellent dinner and then went to see a movie which they both enjoyed 
tremendously. They returned to her mother’s home late at night. Fearing that Llew 
may come to bother her, Pretti spent Saturday night at her mother’s place, in her old 
room which her mother had still kept for her. Pretti found it difficult to go to sleep. 
She lay in bed thinking about Richard, wondering whether she was going to fall in 
love with him. She had not felt any flirty feelings when she had been with him, but a 
strong liking for him as a person with strong character. She also thought of her new 
job and the likelihood of her ex-boyfriend Llew bothering her and spoiling things for 
her. 2 


CHAPTER 5 


Sunday, 10 February, Swansea, South Wales 


At eight-thirty on Sunday morning Pretti arrived at her flat in Rose Hill Terrace. She 
found the door was unlocked, and the light in the kitchen was on. From the front door 
she heard the sound of kitchen utensils clattering about and she crept inside. 

Llew was standing by the cooker frying an omelette. 

He looked up as Pretti entered and said, ‘I’m making an omelette, do you want 
one?’ 

Pretti was stunned. All she came for and wanted was to do her packing. When 
Llew got no answer, he turned off the cooker, took Pretti’s right hand and led her into 
the sitting room. 

‘Sit down.’ There was something horrifying in his voice that frightened Pretti. 
Llew sounded angry. 

Pretti hesitantly took a seat. 

‘I don’t like being made a fool of, Pretti.” Llew made his feelings clear and he 
appeared serious. 

Pretti felt her face redden. ‘I—I don’t understand.’ 

“‘We’ve been going steady for four years and I’ve done everything I can to make 
you happy. I’ve even overlooked your flirtatious tendency. I was going to ask you to 
marry me. I love with all my heart, Pretti...’ 

Pretti decided to hit back. ‘Stop it, Llew! I have heard enough of your lies. Did 
you love me when you were bedding those women, especially my best friend?’ 

Llew quickly answered. ‘You forgave me... I was just trying to make you feel 
jealous.’ 

“Well you failed, miserably. These sluts you have been with are welcome to you, 
because I am not putting up with your lies and cheating anymore!’ 

For a moment Llew sat there dumbfounded, not knowing what to say. Then, he 
shouted, ‘there is someone else, isn’t there?’ 
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Pretti felt a feeling of anger engulfing her. ‘There is no one,’ Pretti said and rose 
to her feet. ‘Even if there was, it is none of your business, because we broke up.’ 

‘We did not break up...’ Llew protested. ‘You wanted space and I gave it to you 
reluctantly.” His voice was trembling with indignation. ‘I could see how upset you 
were and I left because I didn’t want to cause you further distress.’ 

Pretti looked at him, her expression hostile. ‘You should have stayed away.’ 

Llew stared at her, hating her, on the verge of tears. ‘I will never let you go.’ He 
turned and started to walk towards the door. 


Seeing how upset Llew was, Pretti didn’t want to let him go like that. ‘Sit down,’ 
Pretti said, her voice softened. 

Llew turned, in amazement, curious to hear what other insults Pretti had up her 
sleeve. ‘What has happened to you... to us? We used to have great fun together.’ 

She glared at him. ‘The magic is gone...’ She handed him a tissue to stop him 


sniffing. She sat there not knowing what to do, filled with humility and pity. ‘I can’t 
be with you anymore, Llew.’ 

“Why not?’ Llew demanded to know, in a begging voice. 

‘Because... because I have changed, and you have changed... it won’t work.’ 

‘Of course itll work, Pretti,’ he said reasonably. “You can’t give up now. Look at 
all the time you and I have invested in this relationship.’ 

Pretti looked at him and saw the determination in his eyes. Llew smiled, and 
reluctantly Pretti’s lips curved into a small smile. She sank into a chair thinking what 
she had to do to get him out of her life without too much aggravation. 

Llew misinterpreted her smile, thinking she had given in. ‘That’s better. Did 
anyone ever tell you you’ve got a cute smile? 

‘I suppose so.’ 

Llew sank into his chair and stared at the ceiling feeling slightly relieved. After a 
brief silence he said, ‘I’m sorry. Maybe I haven’t treated you as well as I could have, 
but I can change. It’s not easy having a beautiful girl like you for a girlfriend.’ 

Pretti reflected on Llew’s last sentence. She had become more conscious of her 
beauty. Maybe Richard had not been exaggerating after all when he had said she had 
the making of a model. She blushed as she thought of it. 

There was yet another silence. Quietly Pretti thought about what she could do to 
get Llew off her back, and suddenly she had an idea. 

‘Listen Llew, I need to pack my things. The landlord is coming to pick up the keys 
tomorrow morning as he has apparently got a prospective tenant and needs to check 
that everything is in order before returning my deposit.’ 

‘I'll stick around and give you a hand with the packing, okay.’ 

‘No, that’s not necessary.’ 

‘But I want to.’ 

‘If you really want to help me, I need to clean the flat... I am out of disinfectant.’ 

‘lll go and get some from the corner shop for you.’ 

“Thank you.’ 
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When Llew got back from the shop, he found that Pretti was gone which made 
him furious and felt duped. In anger he banged the kitchen table top several times 
with his fist cursing Pretti. He took himself into the lounge, sat down cupping his 
head in his hands trying to figure out his next move. Suddenly he noticed a white card 
lying on the carpet next to the telephone. He moved over and picked it up. It was 
Richard’s business card. 
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Later that afternoon Pretti arrived in London. The weather was dry but 
occasionally chilly as Pretti walked hurriedly through the corridors leading her to her 
new apartment. When she got to the door of her apartment she felt a mixture of 
excitement and apprehension. With a shaky hand she inserted the key in the door lock 
and walked inside. The humidity had made her curls poof up, making her look slightly 
taller. Pretti was grateful she had arrived safely. She had little to unpack as she had 
left her flat in Swansea in a hurry and brought nothing with her except for a few 
clothes, toiletries and her beloved cat Bella. As she released Bella from her cat box, 
the cat ran around and found the bedroom. She jumped on the bed and made herself 
comfortable. 

‘How do you like our new home Bella?’ Pretti asked as if the cat was going to 
answer her. 

Surprisingly, Bella stared at Pretti, wagged her tail a couple of times and moved to 
settle herself on the pillow. 

‘Now you stay here, I need to go to the supermarket to get a few things.’ 

Pretti dragged her exhausted legs to the Mall, got herself some groceries including 
cat food, a bag of cat litter and walked to the checkout. 

‘Hi, I have not seen you here before,’ the checkout girl remarked and began to 
scan the items, one by one. 

‘I’m new to the area,’ Pretti said with a weak smile. ‘I live round the corner,’ she 
added. After settling the bill, she made her way to the exit and hurried back to the 
apartment. 

Before feeding Bella, Pretti made a call to her mother. When no one picked up the 
phone, Pretti left a short message on the answer machine. Next she proceeded to call 
Richard but immediately realised she had not saved his number on her mobile. She 
searched her handbag frantically, looking for his business card and couldn’t 
understand what had happened to it. She tried not to worry about it as she was 
confident Richard would ring her. 

Suddenly there was a knock at the door. Could that be Richard? she thought and 
hurried to open the door. 

‘Oh, hello,’ she said disappointedly to the stranger standing there. 

‘I hope I have not disturbed you, ma’am,’ the shifty young man said. 

‘Miss actually,’ Pretti was prompt to correct him. She took an almost instant 
dislike for him and was bitterly sorry she had opened the door. 

‘I beg your pardon, ma’am... err... sorry I meant miss,’ he corrected himself with 
a timid grin. ‘I am Jean Bastille, the window cleaner for this complex,’ he said with a 
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French accent. 

‘Nice to make your acquaintance, Mr Bastille,’ Pretti said, not meaning it at all. 

‘Oh, please call me Jean, everyone does.’ 

‘Okay Jean.’ And she reluctantly shook his hand. 

‘T am Pretti.’ 

‘Tam delighted to meet you too Miss Pretti,’ said Jean curling up his upper lips as 
he admired her tall, slender body, with beautiful black hair and flawless tanned skin. 

Pretti tried her best to hide her hate for him. ‘Err... if I should need a window 
cleaner I now know who to contact.’ Pretti smile politely, but couldn’t wait to get him 
out of her sight. 

‘T clean all the windows once a week.’ 

‘That’s nice to know, but I don’t think I can afford your services at the moment,’ 
Pretti said somewhat abruptly. 

‘Ma’am... sorry I mean miss... the service is totally free... it comes with your 
tenancy agreement.’ 

“Oh! I didn’t know that.’ 

‘It’s true,’ Jean confirmed with a smile as he flicked back a strand of hair covering 
part of his right eye revealing an old scar on his forehead. 

“You’re not planning to do it at this time of the evening, are you?’ 

‘Oh no! I’ve got you down for next Sunday morning actually.’ 

‘Fine! If you would excuse me I must go and feed my cat.’ 

‘Okay.’ Jean turned to walk away and Pretti swiftly closed the door. She couldn’t 
stand looking at him for a moment longer. There was something about Jean that gave 
Pretti the creeps. 

No sooner she had closed the door than she heard another knock and opened it 
again, only to be confronted with Jean, once more. 

‘Yes,’ Pretti said curtly, looking quite impatient. 

‘Did I hear you mention a cat?’ 

Pretti frowned. ‘Yes, I have a cat.’ 

‘So you don’t know then?’ 

‘Know what?’ Her eyes fixed on his, menacingly. 

‘Erm... No animals are allowed in this complex.’ 

‘Says who?’ Pretti asked sounding annoyed. 

‘It’s in your tenancy agreement. Check it out.’ 

Pretti’s facial expression and attitude suddenly changed and looked friendlier. 
‘Oh! erm... you’re not going to grass on me, are you, Jean?’ she sounded more 
cordial too. 

‘I won’t, but I can’t speak for the other tenants.’ 

‘Thank you... see you.’ Pretti closed the door again whilst the thought of being in 
breach of her tenancy contract hung over her. 
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That evening, Pretti had treated herself to a hot bath. The long time spent in the 
bathtub, had definitely removed most of the aches and pains she was experiencing. 
She also felt calmer. She patted her curls dry with the towel and stood in front of the 
mirror admiring her body. The black silk nightdress fit snugly around her waist, 
accentuating the curves of her hips. The soft material stretched across her voluptuous 
breasts and she ran a muted clear coloured lip salve over her pouting lips. The well - 
heated apartment dried her hair much quicker than she had anticipated. 


Once in bed, although she was not in the mood to read, she nevertheless opened a 
book to wile away the time hoping that Richard would ring. When the clock struck 
midnight and Richard had not rung, she felt let down. She turned off the bedside lamp 
and closed her eyes. 
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Sunday in her new flat had passed almost uneventfully. Although she was alone in 
her apartment she didn’t feel lonely as she had her cat for companion. But having just 
learned she was breaking the tenancy rule weighed on her mind. However, she felt 
free, free to live her life. For once she was answerable only to herself. She could do 
what she wanted, as she wanted, when she wanted and with whom she wanted. It was 
the kind of freedom she had never experienced until now and she was going to 
treasure it.2 
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CHAPTER 6 


Monday, 11 February, London 


When Pretti reported to work on that Monday morning, she was kept busy all day. 
She had the first taste of what a slave driver Frazer was. She learned quickly under the 
guidance of Christine and worked well. She learnt that Richard was out of town which 
might explain why he had not called her. After work she went straight to her 
apartment and ate alone. Before going to bed, she got on her Ipad and wrote a quick 
email to her mum. Just as she had switched off her Ipad her mobile rang. She glanced 
at the clock on the wall and noticed it was past ten p.m. 

‘Hello,’ Pretti said faintly. The moment she heard the voice on the other end of the 
line she recognised it immediately and took a deep breath. 

‘Richard here...’ the voice said. “I’m just calling to see if everything is okay?’ 

“Yes, thank you,’ she replied feeling grateful he had taken the time to enquire. 

‘Sorry to call you so late, I hope I didn’t disturb you.’ 

‘No, no. I was just watching the news,’ she fibbed. 

‘Ah!’ 

There was an uncomfortable silence. Richard tried to clear his throat to get Pretti 
to make a response, but she remained silent. 

‘Are you still there?’ he asked, feeling slightly unsure. 

“Yes... 

Trying again for conversation, Richard said, ‘I wanted to come and see you and 
help you settle down, but I was out of town.’ 

‘I know,’ she answered succinctly. 

‘Oh!’ Richard was somewhat surprised how she knew he was away, but the 
mystery was quickly dispelled. 

‘Jennifer told me,’ Pretti added. ‘So how was business?’ 

‘Actually it was not quite business, I spent the weekend in the company of my 
mother—she was celebrating her birthday.’ 

‘That’s nice, how old is she?’ 

"05a: 

‘If I had known, I would have sent her a card.’ 

‘I’m sure she would have loved it...err... how have you been spending your time 
since you atrived?’ 

“Well I redecorated the apartment from top to bottom...’ 
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Richard cut in. ‘Are you serious?’ 

‘Not really.’ 

Suddenly there was someone knocking at Richard’s apartment door and he 
immediately went to see who it was. As he opened the door he saw his half-sister, 
Tamara standing there wanting to come in. With grinning face she walked in. 

‘Who are you talking to?’ Tamara asked Richard. 

‘A friend,’ Richard said. He immediately apologised to Pretti and terminated the 
call. 

‘Just a friend? What kind of friend?’ Tamara, wearing a cheeky smirk on her face, 
could not help being nosey. 

Richard looked at her and touched his nose with his forefinger, then moved to a 
chair and plonked himself down, whilst Tamara remained standing. 

‘Have you had a chance to read the manuscript I gave you?’ 

‘I have started. Give me a few more days and I should have it finished,’ Richard 
said. 

‘Okay, Ill be seeing you.’ Tamara bid her half-brother goodnight and left. 

Tamara was only 19 years old, very pretty but insanely jealous of Richard. When 
her mother died in a plane crash, her father brought her to live in his house. By and 
large she got on fine with Richard. She enjoyed reading and writing. She was a great 
fan of Danielle Steele. Everyday she went to bed with one of her books. Finally, she 
put pen to paper and wrote her own novel. Having completed the first draft, she 
wanted Richard to be the first one to read it and give her feedback. 
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The next day on the afternoon of Tuesday, 11 February, Richard picked up Pretti 
from work. They went for a walk in Kew Gardens. Richard noticed that Pretti 
appeared worried. 

‘Is there something troubling you?’ 

‘Jean told me that no cats are allowed in the apartment.’ 

Richard looking puzzled asked: ‘Who is Jean?’ 

‘Oh sorry... he is the window cleaner for the complex. He came to say hello.’ 

‘Don’t trouble yourself over this, I will get in touch with Chuck O’Connor and 
sort it out,’ and he immediately changed the conversation. ‘Now I know a nice quiet 
restaurant not far away from here.’ 

‘Do you now?’ Pretti smiled. 

They finished the day having dinner. They got on like a house on fire. Each time 
they spent together was as much fun as the next and they continued to see each other 
as often as time allowed. 

It came as no surprise to anyone when Richard started inviting her, first to 
lunches, and then to romantic dinners. It was not long before he started taking her to 
important social events. He bought her dresses at a boutique where they knew him. 
Besides being generous, he was always so kind to her, so amusing and so 
understanding. He never pressed her about her past; instead he focussed on the 
present. She couldn’t believe how comfortable she felt with him. She was impressed 
with the fact that he never made improper advances. He appeared content to enjoy her 
company and be seen with such a beautiful woman that Pretti indeed was. Buying her 
expensive clothes to wear was not a big deal; after all he could afford it. At first, Pretti 
was troubled by his generosity, and never wanted to take advantage of him. She was 
amazed how being with him made her feel more confident and stronger than she had 
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ever felt before. 

Pretti became the envy of all the girls she worked with, and anyone of them would 
have gladly swapped places with her even though they knew how flirtatious Richard 
was. Naively she felt safe with him and she needed that, especially when she felt she 
was being harassed by Jean and was scared that Llew will one day turn up and spoil 
her newly found happiness. 

She had a past and knew that Richard had been married before, and she knew 
from gossipers that his tendency to flirt had been legend, but she was not bothered. If 
there was one thing that she valued most in Richard was his tolerance and that he had 
plenty of it for her. And as for Richard, he liked that fact that Pretti was willing to 
bear his children. None of his previous girlfriends including his ex-wife had wanted 
this. They were more interested in his money and having a good time. He wanted the 
family name to continue and having a son would certainly do that.2 
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CHAPTER 7 


Sunday, 17 February, London 


Pretti couldn’t wait to meet with Richard. She came out of the shower with only a 
towel wrapped round her body and went straight in her bedroom to get dressed. When 
her eyes hit on Jean who was outside her bedroom window apparently cleaning it, she 
shouted, ‘OMG,’ and rushed to close the curtain. She had completely forgotten that 
Jean was coming to clean her windows, but this did not stop her from feeling that her 
privacy had been invaded. Feeling so enraged, she picked up the phone immediately. 

‘Yes,’ the voice on the other end of the phone said softly. 

‘I would like to speak to Mr Chuck O’Connor please.’ 

‘Speaking.’ 

‘Oh, Mr O’Connor, this is Pretti Evans here.’ 

‘Good morning Miss Evans, what can I do for you?’ 

‘I wish to make a complaint.’ 

After a long pause, ‘I’m listening.’ 

“Your window cleaner was peeping at me through my window.’ 

‘Oh! When did this happen?’ 

‘Just now...’ 

“You are on his rota to clean your windows today. Didn’t he tell you that?’ 

“Yes, but I expected him to have reminded me with a call or a text message, prior 
to coming.’ 

‘Did you ask him to do that?’ 

‘No. But surely this is common courtesy?’ 

‘I see what you mean Miss Evans. Leave it with me I will tell him to do so in 
future.’ 

‘Does he have to come and clean my windows?’ 

‘I’m afraid so; he’s the only one we’ve got.’ 

‘I mean can’t I do them myself and dispense of his service?’ 

‘Of course you can, but you will be missing out on this free service.’ 

‘I don’t care. He looks weird to me, any way.’ 

‘Really? All the other tenants like him.’ 

‘But I don’t,’ Pretti was quick to respond. 

There was a slight hesitation at the other end. ‘I understand. Leave it with me.’ 
The line went dead. 
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After dressing herself, Pretti went to open the curtain and noticed that Jean had 
gone. Later on that morning, Richard picked her up and they spent the day at the 
races. She said nothing to Richard about her embarrassment with Jean. As far as she 
was concermed she had dealt with the matter. Not having to see Jean’s face was good, 
she thought. She will of course have to clean her own windows, but that did not 
bother her. 

Richard had received some tips from a good friend of his and placed bets on all 
eight races. Although he lost some, he ended up with a handsome win on three of 
them. For him it was not the money, but the thrill of winning. 

When the races were over, Richard turned to Pretti. ‘Did you enjoy your day?’ 

‘Fully.’ 

‘Why do you look so worried?’ 

‘It’s Jean. I have made a complaint against him and stopped him from cleaning 
my windows.’ 

‘I know.’ 

Pretti frowned. “You know? How?’ 

‘Chuck called me.’ 

“Why did he do that?’ 

‘I told him to keep me informed if there were any issues. You don’t mind, do 
you?’ 

Pretti didn’t respond to that. Instead she said, ‘I hope I didn’t get him into 
trouble.’ 

‘Chuck hates complaints. He would have reprimanded him severely.’ 
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When Pretti returned to the apartment that day, Jean was waiting outside her door. 

Jean said, ‘Miss Evans, can we talk?’ 

“We have nothing to say to each other,’ and proceeded to open her door. 

‘I really want to offer you my apologies. Please, believe me, I was not peeping 
through your bedroom window, I was simply cleaning it as planned. You, appearing 
without... I mean wrapped in only a towel... was quite unexpected...’ 

‘Okay, you have made your apology, now go.’ 

‘But you don’t understand, until you came here I had a clean record.’ 

‘Hopefully this has taught you a lesson.’ 

‘Taught me a lesson... a lesson in what?’ 

‘I was under the impression that Mr O’Connor talked to you?’ 

‘He did.’ 

‘My understanding is that Mr O’Connor can be quite ruthless. So if you don’t 
want to lose your job, keep away from me.’ 

‘Why do you dislike me so much?’ 

Pretti stared at him. With a look of disbelief on her face she opened her apartment 
door, stepped inside and slammed the door shut. 

The telephone rang. Pretti picked it up. 

‘Pretti?’ It was Richard calling. ‘Darling, I — I can’t talk right now. I’m too upset.’ 

“What happened?’ 

‘It’s Jean. He’s just confronted me!’ 

‘Pretti...’ 

“Yes,” 

‘Put yourself in his place.’ 


‘What?’ 

‘Look, my battery is low. I'll talk to you later.’ 

Put myself in his place? Pretti thought. Why would I want to do that? I don’t go 
round peeping through other people’s windows. He didn’t even have the decency to 
look away. Instead he had a huge grin on his face as he undressed me further with his 
vicious eyes. Pretti sat at the edge of her bed for a long time, thinking. Put myself in 
his place. She stood up, went in the kitchen, picked up a duster and walked to her 
bedroom window. As she started to clean the window pane, unexpectedly a man in the 
apartment opposite appeared naked by his window. Her eyes popped out wearing a 
huge embarrassing grin on her face. For a brief moment she couldn’t take her eyes off 
him. Then still grinning, she lowered her eyes before walking away from the window. 

When Pretti had got over the shock of seeing this man in his birthday suit, she sat 
down and composed herself. Richard's right, she thought. Any man in Jean’s 
unexpected situation would have naturally stared. He was not a peeping Tom as I 
described him... he was cleaning the window when the incident happened. 

Slowly, Pretti began to lay blame on herself. If privacy was what she wanted then 
she could have closed the curtain before the event, not after! The fact that she forgot 
Jean was coming to clean her windows was no one but her own inability to remember. 
Pretti did not waste any time picking up the phone to call Chuck O’Connor to retract 
her complaint. However, she was rather shocked to learn that Jean had resigned and 
found herself expressing her sadness over his decision. 

‘Did he resign or did you fire him?’ Pretti demanded to know. 

‘He has worked for us for many years and had an impeccable record... the idea 
that you may go round and tell the other residents that he was a peeping Tom really 
upset him... being a French man he is quite sensitive, and... erm... I may have been 
too hard on him.’ 

‘I see.’ 

“Anyway, look on the bright side; he won’t be around to bother you anymore, 
Miss Evans.’ 

The idea that she had brought about the end of the livelihood of a man who was 
just doing his job, at least until he found another, saddened Pretti and she wondered 
what she could do to make it up to him. 

Richard and Pretti continued to see each other on a regular basis. Now and then 
she would refer to Jean, indicating clearly to Richard that she regretted her actions but 
acknowledged that there was little she could do. 2 
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CHAPTER 8 


Five months later 
Saturday 22nd July, Whitstable, Kent. 


In the sunny month of July, Richard finally decided to take Pretti to his beach house 
for a weekend get away. 

After more than two hours drive, Pretti was standing on the private part of the 
beach at Whitstable, Kent facing a massive colonial style bungalow. She couldn’t stop 
staring up at it for several minutes and when she realised Richard had been watching 
her, she felt a shiver down her spine. 

‘Shall we go in?’ Richard asked. 

Eager as she was to see the inside, she surprisingly said, ‘No, let’s sit here for a 
while,’ and she immediate plonked herself on the sand, facing the sea. 

Richard, who was a few feet away from her, came closer and sat next to her. 

‘Do you spend a lot of your time here?’ Pretti asked. 

‘When the weather is good, yes,’ Richard confirmed. ‘I like the peace and 
tranquillity which I can never find in the city. Besides, this is a great place for 
windswept coastal walks and fresh seafood... indeed one of the major attractions here 
are the local oysters. As it so happens today is the start of the Oyster festival, which 
takes place every July and usually lasts for three days. If you like we can go and 
watch the parades and performances and maybe even participate in the oyster-eating 
competitions.’ 

‘That sounds fun,’ Pretti nodded with a smile. 

Richard moved closer to her, and she could feel her heart start to speed up in her 
chest, especially when she saw his eyes were focussed on her face, staring at her lips 
and then shifting over to her eyes again. 

‘Behave you,’ Pretti said, coyly. 

‘I’m not doing anything,’ Richard said as he continued to tease her. 

She could feel the back of his left hand caressing her right cheek and she 
instinctively licked her lips. With her body tensed and her thoughts jumbled she could 
not think, and without a second thought, she leaned towards Richard, their lips grazed 
and their breaths fell on each other’s faces. Impulsively she raised her hands and 
placed them on his shoulders. Unable to control her own actions, their lips 
unabashedly touched and they began to kiss. The moment she felt his tongue 
frantically push apart her lips and had found its way into her mouth, she clasped her 
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hands on his shoulders and squeezed. 

Suddenly he pulled away from her. ‘Forgive me for behaving like a bad boy,’ 
Richard said with a devilish smirk. 

Pretti ignored his words and lightly bit his lower lip. He pushed her back and as 
her body lay on the soft, cool sand, he bent over her, covering her body with his and 
kissed her again, this time more passionately. Before she could resist he had swiftly 
pulled off her blouse and she in turn pulled off his shirt and flung it away from them. 
When their gaze met, they could see the burning desire in each other eyes. His hands 
were all over her, fondling her breasts. As he played with her erect nipples, the 
sensation was too much for Pretti to bear. She had passed the point of no return. Now 
that she was in a state of heighten arousal there was only one ending left. Before she 
had realised it he was inside her. Moments later her body shook, and her toes curled 
while he remained inside her, still thrusting in and out in slow-motion. 

When it was over and she had opened her eyes, Richard was lying beside her, 
spent, staring at the sky. 
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It was dark now. They lay on the beach, side by side, in total silence for almost 
two minutes. Richard asked her about her work and her cat she spent her days with, 
while Pretti wondered if that was the beginning of something more to come. He 
finally revealed he was a billionaire, which Pretti already knew after having checked 
him out on the internet, but not once raised the topic of a future together. While they 
felt at ease talking to each other, Pretti wasn’t sure now, that he had used her, whether 
this was the beginning of the end. From the moment she had seen him she had wanted 
him for herself, but that was before she had known he was a billionaire. After the 
discovery of his status in life, even before Richard had told her, she felt somewhat 
inadequate, unworthy. Knowing that his first wife was a billionairess, made her 
question why he would be interested in her? 

‘Let’s go inside,’ Pretti said with a sigh. Richard didn’t respond to that, silently 
gazing up at the stars as she sat up and put on her clothes. 

Moments later, Richard sat up as well and slipped on his clothes. Then they both 
stood up and went inside. 

The following day after breakfast they went to the Oyster festival where they 
thoroughly enjoyed themselves before making their way back to London. 
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Immediately after that weekend away, Richard was suddenly busy more than ever 
and had no time for Pretti, leaving her feeling neglected and thinking of the worse 
possible scenario. The thought that she had been used by Richard haunted her. 

Two long weeks had gone by; Richard did not answer any of Pretti’s call. Her 
fears that Richard was deliberately avoiding her, and he had lost interest in her were 
beginning to appear justified. A// the time, the louse was only after one thing, she told 
herself and silently cursed him. How could I have been such a stupid fool? She began 
to blame herself. 

At work Pretti got friendlier with Fraser’s PA, Christine and the other girls, and 
when she became aware of the dark side of Richard, she was understandably upset. 
She heard stories that he was a great womaniser and had had brief affairs with several 
of the office girls; two of them had since left. There were rumours that Richard’s 


shenanigans were the main cause of the failure of his marriage. ‘His ex-wife, Fiona, 
couldn’t tolerate his deceitful behaviour,’ one office worker told her, ‘that’s why she 
divorced him.’ 

Pretti was shocked to learn that Richard didn’t even have the decency to keep his 
affairs secret. Scoring with the girls in the office was almost a hobby to him. Wiping 
away the angry tears that were filling the corners of her eyes, after being told by her 
colleagues that she had been used, Pretti refused to accept the possibility that she was 
never anything more than a conquest and Richard seduced her out of lust. 

When she returned to her apartment that day, she felt a sense of revulsion and hate 
eating her inside. Resting in a hot tub helped to ease her stress a little. The thought of 
packing her bag and returning to Swansea had crossed her mind several times during 
the course of the day. After coming out of the bath she slipped on a pair of 
comfortable linen pants and a white t-shirt. She tied her damp hair into a bun on top of 
her head and went for a walk along the river bank. Suddenly she yearned to be back in 
her tiny flat in Swansea. What she wanted to do most was to run away from Richard 
Brent, the man she had fallen for, hook, line and sinker. Unbelievably, he had become 
an object she despised. The thought that she had allowed herself to be used by him 
caused her cheeks to blush in anger. Every time the thought of them having sex on the 
beach entered her mind, she found herself filled with embarrassment. She couldn’t 
forgive herself for being so naive, for thinking that there was a genuine attraction that 
existed between them and that he truly wanted her as she much as she had wanted 
him. The perfect soul mate, this love at first sight, was nothing but an illusion, a bad 
dream. As she stood on the river bank, looking at the dark blue water and saw her 
reflection, she felt sorry for herself. Tears began to run down her cheeks. A passer-by 
who saw the distress on her face compelled him to call out: 

“Are you okay, Miss?’ 

Pretti turned round abruptly, looked vacantly at the man. Then, shook her head as 
if she had just come out of a reverie, and when she saw it was Jean Bastille she ran 
towards the subway. « 
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CHAPTER 9 


Sunday, 7th August, London. 


‘Britain was divided,’ the newscaster reported. The 52% who 
had, seven weeks earlier, voted to come out of the European 
Union, had left a massive 48% of the population unhappy. 
When the results were announced, pockets of violence were 
reported in areas that were populated with immigrants from 
the EU and continued. There are calls for Prime Minister 
David Cameron to tender his resignation and Boris Johnson 
is being tipped to take over...’ 


Sitting in front of his 52” flat screen Smart TV watching the news in his London 
luxury flat at 18, Trafalgar square was Richard. With his feet up, sipping bourbon he 
looked quite relax but he was in fact very worried, because for the previous two 
weeks he had been receiving threatening phone calls from someone with an unknown 
caller ID. He had rung his service provider to get the identity of the caller but for 
some reason they could not help. In an attempt to stop the unknown caller bothering 
him, he had thought of changing his phone number but decided against it as he wanted 
to know who the mystery caller was. 

As he was about to change the TV channel, his mobile rang. He immediately 
looked at the display on his phone feeling sure it was the mystery caller, but even 
though it was from Pretti, he chose to ignore the call as he had done so many times 
before in the past fortnight. Seconds later Pretti’s message went to his voice mail. 

Richard got out of his sofa and walked to the freezer to get some ice. As he was 
doing so, he heard the sound of a fire engine causing him to glance out of the window. 
Three storeys down in Trafalgar street, he saw a young man clad in a black jacket and 
a helmet standing there looking towards his window. He recalled seeing this man 
standing there when he was on his way to his apartment, which was over an hour ago. 
More to the point he had noticed the man following him for the past two weeks, 
which had given him cause for concern. Could this be the man who had been calling 
his mobile? he wondered. Seconds later, Richard saw the young man _ being 
approached by another man who was slightly more muscular, and appeared to be 
asking for a light. The two men then stood next to each other puffing away. Who 
could they be? And what did they want? He asked himself. 
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There was only one sure way to find out but was it the prudent thing to do? he 
asked himself. Prudent or not he’d decided to go down and walk to his car. As he was 
about to open his car door, he heard a voice causing him to turn round immediately. 
The young man was standing next to him. He was about five feet six or seven, with a 
pale complexion, brown eyes and a thin moustache. Richard figured the man was in 
his late twenties. They stared at each other for a few seconds. 

“You’re Richard Brent, aren’t you?’ the young man said. 

“You seem to know me, and who might you be?’ 

‘Tam Llew Jenkins; Pretti’s boyfriend.’ 

‘Oh,’ Richard said, somewhat shocked. He closed the door of his BMW and 
leaned against it to face Llew. 

Llew, looking straight at Richard said, ‘I think we need to talk, my friend; don’t 
you?’ 

“What about?’ 

“Why have you been messing around with my girl?’ Llew asked sounding angry. 

Richard looked at him blankly, and said nothing. 

‘I suppose you do know she has a boyfriend; or didn’t she tell you?’ 

‘Look, I...’ 

Llew sighed. ‘I’m not here to pick a fight with you. I just want to know what’s 
going on between you and my girlfriend. You understand? Err... have you got a 
cigarette?’ 

‘Sorry; I don’t smoke.’ 

‘I’ve been trying to give up myself... anyway; you two are having some kind of 
an affair, aren’t you?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘No? Is that all you have to say?’ 

‘T really don’t want to talk about this with you,’ Richard replied. ‘I must go now.’ 

Richard turned his back and opened his car door. 

“Well, I can see you want to go; but not until you have at least had the courage to 
tell me what you have been doing with my girlfriend. I may as well tell you that I 
know you gave her the job to gain favour with her.’ 

Richard glanced at Llew. ‘I’m sorry; I really don’t want to have this discussion. I 
must go now...’ 

‘Gosh, have you no shame? Look at you, you’re old enough to be her father,’ 
Llew mocked. 

Richard stood motionless for a while, occasionally glancing towards the car door; 
then he turned and stared viciously at Llew. He ran his tongue over his bottom lip and 
frowned as if deep in thought. After a while he looked at his car door again and then 
looked at Llew straight in the eye. 

‘Look, this conversation is over, right? Just go away.’ He kept his voice down but 
firm. 

“What the matter, Mr Billionaire? Llew said. ‘Are you frightened of me?’ 

Richard keeping his eyes on Llew, opened his car door, but as he did so he saw 
the other man approaching in a hurry. He was tall and in his thirties. The sleeves of 
his denim shirt were rolled up to his elbows and multi-coloured tattoos covered both 
his arms and neck. Before the man could get any closer, Richard quickly got into his 
car and locked the door. He leaned into the glove compartment and pulled a weapon 
out. 

‘He has a gun,’ Llew said to his companion. 

As they saw Richard pointing the gun at them, they both took off as fast as they 
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could. A big bang was heard by passers-by just as Richard drove off speedily. 
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The next morning as Pretti was getting ready to go to work, Richard unexpectedly 
showed up at her door. 

‘Hello Pretti,’ he said, as she opened the door, staring at him as if she had seen a 
ghost. 

Maintaining a straight face, she replied dryly, ‘hi.’ 

The look on Pretti’s face was enough to indicate to Richard that she was not 
happy with him, and neither was he. He needed answers and he was determined to get 
them. 

‘We need to talk,’ said Richard. 

‘It must be important, to bring you here so early after such a long time?’ Pretti 
remarked, as she stood there still wearing her night clothes, feeling slightly 
embarrassed for not looking her best. 

‘Can I come in?’ 

Pretti thought for a second and then stood aside. ‘Come in...’ 

They sat down in the lounge opposite each other. Neither of them looked 
comfortable. 

‘Now, what do you want to talk about?’ 

‘Who is Llew Jenkins?’ 

‘Did you say Llew Jenkins?’ she echoed, although she had heard him correctly. 

Richard nodded. 

Looking nervous and angry she said, ‘You came at this time of the morning to ask 
me that?’ She deliberately delayed from answering the question to give her thinking 
time on how to respond to his unexpected query. 

‘Yes. Now I’ll ask you again, who is Llew Jenkins?’ He watched her with angry 
eyes, impatient to hear her response. 

‘He is a boy I used to go out with.’ 

‘An ex-boyfriend you mean?’ 

“Yes. Why?’ 

‘For the past two weeks he had been following me and yesterday he and a friend 
of his came to pick up a fight with me... Llew claimed you’re his girlfriend and 
wanted me to leave you alone.’ 

‘His ex-girlfriend,’ Pretti emphasised the prefix ex by slurring on it. ‘Llew and I 
broke up!’ she said, raising her voice. 

Richard frowned. *...and you didn’t think of telling me that?’ 

“What was there to tell?’ Pretti questioned. ‘Besides you didn’t tell me that you 
were divorced.’ 

‘Correct. I am divorced and free to forge a new relationship, but you appear to 
have unfinished ties with your ex-boyfriend!’ 

‘I DO NOT!’ Pretti shouted again. ‘He’s the one who can’t accept that we are 
finished.’ 

Bella, frightened by the loud talking, rushed into Pretti’s bedroom and went to 
hide in the wardrobe. With the bedroom door ajar, Richard noticed an open suitcase 
resting at the bottom of her bed and Pretti saw him looking at it. Gazing straight at her 
he asked: 

‘Are you going somewhere?’ 

Pretti didn’t see any point of lying. “Yes I am returning back to Swansea.’ 
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“You’re quitting your job, why?’ 

‘I can’t stay here any more. I need to be as far away from this place as possible.’ 

“You mean as far away from me, don’t you?’ 

Pretti remained quiet, and bowed her head to avoid looking at him. Richard 
wanted to get up from his seat and hug her, but he wasn’t sure how she would react to 
that. 

‘I’m sorry if my not keeping in touch with you for the last fortnight has given you 
the wrong impression of me, but for your information I was pre-occupied.’ 

“You were too busy to answer my numerous calls, hey?’ Pretti questioned. 

His voice was shaky now, but in rising anger more than sadness. 

‘I was getting frequent threatening calls,’ Richard snapped. 

Pretti didn’t know what to think. Richard’s refusal to take her calls for the last 
fortnight started to make sense and she didn’t want to continue harbouring the thought 
that he seduced her out of lust... and that after having had his way with her, he had 
lost interest. 

‘Look, I need to get ready for work,’ Pretti said, and Richard looked at her, 
surprised. 

‘So you’re not going to quit?’ 

‘Actually, my intention of going to work today is to hand Mr Fraser my 
resignation...’ 

‘Oh, please don’t quit on my account,’ Richard begged softly. 

Pretti got up hurriedly, scraping the wheels of the sofa noisily against the 
hardwood lounge floor. ‘Ill think about it. Now, I must take a shower. See yourself 
out.’ 

‘Err... can I give you a lift?’ 

Pretti turned round looking stern, thought for a second and then said, ‘Okay.’ 2 
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CHAPTER 10 


Having had the shower, Pretti changed into her working suit and they left the 
apartment together. While sitting in the car she kept wondering if she was a victim 
and someone who had been taken advantage of and her cheeks blushed in anger and 
embarrassment as the memory of her having sex on the beach with Richard kept 
haunting her. 

‘Look,’ Richard said. ‘I don’t want you to leave the job I know you love, because 
of me. I will keep out of your way, if that’s what you really want me to do.’ 

Of course, this was not what she really wanted. What Pretti really wanted was that 
there was a genuine attraction between them and that he really wanted her as much as 
she wanted him. That’s the man she met and was attracted to. She wanted him to bond 
with her not just for physical sex. She had kissed him several times and the last time 
she did so was when they had returned from their weekend at Whitstable. As far as 
she was concerned the kisses they exchanged were the kind one would swap with a 
loving partner. Pretti didn’t want to think that their weekend at Whitstable was 
nothing but a dirty weekend—the kind one has out of lust, in secrecy and is usually 
short lived. 

As they were driving along, Pretti remained silent; she occasionally engineered a 
glimpse of Richard’s face. He had his hands on the steering wheel, a frown on his 
face, and his eyes were looking where he was going. For a brief moment he turned his 
head and their eyes met, and he threw a smile at Pretti causing the latter to quickly 
stare down with a slight grimace. 

‘Are you alright?’ Richard asked, sounding genuinely concerned. 

‘Yeah,’ she said softly, but refused to meet his eyes. 

‘Tam really fond of you, Pretti.’ 

‘Just like you were fond of the other office girls—love them and leave them?’ 
Pretti questioned but continued to avoid looking at him. 

‘I can see you have been well-informed, but has it occurred to you that they might 
be jealous? Did they also tell you that my wife left me because of my flirtatious 
behaviour?’ 

‘As a matter of fact, they did.’ She tried hard to maintain her cool. She couldn’t 
remember when last she felt so used. 

Richard’s laugh surprised her. He was shaking his head and his shoulders shook as 
he laughed, almost uncontrollably. 

“You can stop laughing and watch where you are going,’ said Pretti. ‘I don’t want 
to die in this city...’ 

“What a way to go? Together!’ Richard rebutted with a grin. 
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‘T also found out that you have scored with nearly all the girls in the office. What 
number am I in your list of conquests?’ Pretti rolled her eyes. She could feel her 
cheeks burning up, and the heat coming from the car heating fan wasn’t helping the 
whole uncomfortable situation. 

Upon hearing her words, Richard pulled over into a bus stop lane and brought the 
car abruptly to a stand still. 

“Are you telling me that you think I don’t care for you? Do you really have such a 
low opinion of me?’ 

They stared at each other. Each trying to work out what the other was thinking. 
Richard detached his gaze, leaned backward and rested his head against the car door. 
He refocused his gaze on Pretti’s brown eyes which were boring into him, like they 
were boring into his very soul. 

Pretti shook her head. ‘I don’t really know what to think. I am so confused.’ 

Richard questioned. ‘So you think now that I took you to my beach house just to 
bed you.’ He shook his head with a small laugh. 

“Your behaviour for the last fortnight since our weekend away hasn’t helped.’ 

‘I admit I was preoccupied and neglectful. Being harassed by threatening phone 
calls is stressful.’ He readjusted himself and placed his hands on the steering wheel. 
‘Look I am attracted to you,’ he said warmly and brought his face closer to Pretti’s. 
She could feel his breath falling on her cheeks. She turned her head to look at him, 
and their eyes met. Just as he bent his head to kiss her, she bit his lips affectionately. 
He drew away from her, and smiled. 

“You’d better get me to work before I get the sack.’ 

‘Oh, we can’t have that now, can we?’ Richard said, contently, feeling that she 
had given up her idea of resigning and started the car. 
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When Pretti arrived at the office, she was almost fifteen minutes late. Christine 
called for her to mind the Reception whilst she showed a prospective employee round. 
Fraser was at his desk reviewing a progress report on Pretti. He looked quite pleased 
with what he was reading. Whilst he may have had reservations when he was 
persuaded to hire Pretti, he was happy he did so. Since Pretti was hired productivity 
had gone up. Frazer was a great believer in rewarding good workers. 

Fraser pushed down the button on the intercom and leaned towards the box. 
‘Christine...’ 

‘Sorry sir, this is Pretti minding the Reception. Christine is showing someone 
round, she won’t be long.’ 

‘As soon as you handover to Christine, come to my office will you?’ He sounded 
serious. 

“Will do sir.’ 

Fraser took his finger off the button. 

Pretti was convinced that she was going to be told off for being late. As she didn’t 
think it was her fault she wasn’t going to take a criticism which she felt she didn’t 
deserve. If asked for the reason of her lateness she didn’t feel happy to put the blame 
on Richard. She immediately dived into her handbag to check if her letter of 
resignation was still there. She pulled it out, waved it in front of her face and then put 
it back again. Moments later Christine returned. She went straight to the top of the 
filing cabinet, grabbed a pile of files and gave them to Pretti. 

‘Send these people a letter asking them to come for interview.’ And then she 
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handed Pretti a sheet of paper. ‘Here is all the information you’ ll need.’ 

‘Mr Fraser has called for me; if, when I’m finished with him, I am still working 
here I will gladly process them for you.’ 

Christine looked baffled. She couldn’t understand why Pretti felt she was about to 
lose her job. As far as she knew Mr Frazer had nothing but good news for Pretti. 

‘Err... Pretti, don’t be worried. He doesn’t bite.’ 

Doesn't he? Pretti thought. ‘I think he plans to tell me off for coming in to work 
late.’ 

‘Hmm.’ Christine frowned. 
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There was a knock at Frazer’s office door. 

‘Come in,’ Fraser said. 

Pretti went in and stood there watching Fraser flicking through a document. 
Without lifting his head he waved his right hand at Pretti signalling her to take a seat. 

With his eyes still focussed on the document he had in front of him he spoke. ‘So 
how do you like working here?’ 

When he didn’t get an immediate answer, he consciously cleared his throat and 
looked up. His gaze was serious and he appeared ready to tell her off. Pretti had been 
dreading to hear what he had up his sleeves. She remembered the last time she was 
sitting in front of him was when she had her interview. The difference then was that 
Richard was in the room. This time she was all alone with him but kept her 
composure. 

‘T like my job, sir,’ said Pretti. ‘Err... if you are upset that I was late coming in 
this morning...’ 

‘Upset? Why should I be? I am sure you have a good reason. If it makes you feel 
better, I was late too.’ 

Pretti could not believe her ears. This wasn’t the response she expected. After a 
few seconds of silence Fraser with a straight face said, ‘Miss Evans, I have just been 
reading your performance report and I must say...’ he paused for a few seconds and 
then with a smile on his face he added, ‘I am impressed...very impressed. You have 
surpassed my expectations.’ 

Pretti felt such a relief. ‘Thank you, sir.’ 

Frazer continued. ‘Here in this company we like to reward workers like you.’ 

He sat back, his eyes fixed on Pretti, he asked, ‘How would you like a rise?’ his 
voice smooth and pleasing. 

‘A rise...’ Pretti could hardly get the words out of her mouth. 

‘Never mind. Look, I’ve got a meeting with an important client in five minutes. I 
have decided to increase your salary by 3%. By my calculation this should give you a 
further £200 a month for work well done. Keep up the good work. Off you go.’ He 
waved her off. 

Pretti’s chair scraped the wood floor as she pushed it back and got up. ‘Thank you 
sir,’ she said causing Fraser to raise his head. They exchanged smiles; she got out of 
the room and closed the door behind her. 

She stood still for a moment unable to believe what had happened. Just when she 
thought things were getting bad, the day had turned out unexpectedly well for her. 
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Later on, after a long tiresome day at the office, she was glad to be home. She 
could find no better reason to have a long soak in a hot tub which was her favourite 
way of relieving those aches and pains. With that in mind she slipped off her shoes 
and entered the bathroom. The second thing to go was her jacket, and her black skirt 
was next to follow. With a trail of items lying on the floor she pulled her hair up and 
rolled it into a bun whilst she walked toward the bathtub. After filling the tub and 
ascertaining the correct temperature of the water, she added a handful of bath salts 
and some bubble bath liquid. She took off her bra, dropped down her panties and 
stepped into the tub. As she lay herself down, she heard her mobile ringing. She 
quickly rushed out of the tub and answered the call. 

‘Tm glad I caught you. This is a quick call to tell you that I am flying to Las 
Vegas tomorrow evening,’ she heard Richard telling her, “but I need to buy something 
for someone special. I thought you might be able to help me choose.’ 

Pretti’s mouth suddenly went dry as she wondered who that special person might 
be. 

‘What kind of thing?’ she enquired hesitantly. 

‘Err... something expensive.’ 

‘I see. You do realise all the shops are closed now.’ 

‘I was thinking tomorrow at 1.00 p.m. actually.’ 

“You do know I don’t finish work until 4.00 p.m.’ 

“Yes I know. You see, this particular shop will be closed by then... So, in 
anticipation that you would grant my request, I took the liberty of asking Fraser to 
give you an extended lunch hour and he has agreed.’ 

‘Oh yes,’ she said softly. 

‘Err... ll pick you up at reception at 1.00 p.m.’ 

The line went dead. 

As Richard put his phone away he deliberately did not want to tell Pretti what he 
was planning to buy and for whom, because he wanted it to be a surprise. 

Pretti on the other hand hated surprises. She liked to be in control. This was the 
only way she knew how to keep herself safe. She got back in the tub. Her mind drifted 
on Llew. The thought that he was in London worried her. It was a no-brainer to realise 
that he must have come to look for her. She knew what a trouble maker he could be. 
How did he find out who Richard was? She asked herself. She knew she never offered 
that information to him. Does he also know where I live? She wondered. What if he 
should turn up here? She decided that this time she would get rid of him once and for 
all. There was no way she was going to allow him to come between Richard and her. 

After a long soak, she got out of the tub. 

Before she had finished drying herself, the door bell suddenly rang. Wondering 
who it might be she quickly slipped on a bathrobe, and with a towel wrapped around 
her head she went to open the door. As she saw who was standing there, her 
immediate reaction was to close the door, but she was prevented from doing so. 
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CHAPTER 11 


Tuesday, 9th August, London. 


As promised, at 1.00 p.m. sharp Richard was at the Reception. 

‘Hello Mr. Brent?’ said Christine, ‘What can I do for you?’ she asked in her usual 
charming voice ready to help. 

“Well you can tell Pretti, I am here.’ 

‘Pretti didn’t come in today.’ She sounded angry because she had a pile of work to 
finish and badly needed her help. 

‘That’s strange. Do you know why?’ 

“Well, I rang her apartment a couple of times and there was no answer.’ 

‘Let me try, will you?’ 

Christine dialled the number, ‘it’s ringing,’ and she immediately passed the 
handset to Richard. He listened, but no one picked up the call. 

‘Are you sure you are dialling the correct number?’ Richard queried. 

‘This is the number we have on her file,’ Christine said, and showed it to Richard. 

‘This is her apartment telephone number alright,’ Richard confirmed and then 
redialled it himself. Once again there was a connection. Whilst he could hear the 
phone ringing, no one picked it up. 

Richard decided to call Pretti’s mobile, but he couldn’t get a connection. Fearing 
what could have happened; he hurried back to his car and drove as fast as he could to 
Pretti’s apartment which was only fifteen minutes away. Moments later he arrived at 
Regent Tower. He knocked on the door of Apartment 310 a couple of times and there 
was no response. After trying the handle, he found it was not locked and pushed the 
door open and entered. There was no one inside. He called again and entered the 
bedroom only to find the room empty, the wardrobe doors ajar and it was empty. He 
had a quick look around the apartment and impulsively he picked up the phone and 
placed a 911 call to Scotland Yard followed by another to Chuck O’Connor. Within 
minutes, Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield and his partner Karina had turned up. As 
Karina was about to press the doorbell, Richard opened the door and greeted them in. 

‘Thank you for coming so quickly,’ Richard said, looking worried, and he 
immediately recognised CJ. “You’re Detective Inspector Fairfield, aren’t you?’ 

‘I’m afraid, you’ve found me out,’ CJ said with a grin ‘and this is my assistant, 
Karina Fairfield.’ 

‘Pleased to meet you both.’ All three of them shook hands. 
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‘Lam...’ 

CJ cut in. ‘and you are the famous billionaire, Richard Brent.’ 

Richard grinned. ‘I’m afraid, you’ve found me out,’ he echoed CJ’s catchphrase. 

They both laughed. 

‘Come in please.’ 

Once they were in and seated, Karina decided to take the initiative. ‘Well Mr. 
Brent, Scotland Yard took your call regarding the alleged disappearance of a young 
lady. Maybe you could start by filling us in.’ 

Richard took a deep breath. ‘Well, it’s kind of mysterious and quite worrying,’ he 
said and hesitantly he added, ‘and I must say I feel somewhat uncomfortable jumping 
to conclusion, so to speak... err... when I discovered that Pretti—this is the young 
lady who lives here, hadn’t turned up for work today, and wasn’t answering several 
calls, I got worried and decided to drive down here. On my arrival, I found the door 
unlocked and when I went into the bedroom I noticed her wardrobe doors wide 
opened and empty. I immediately thought that something terrible had happened to 
her...’ 

‘Oh, what makes you think that?’ CJ asked. 

Richard studied the inspector for a moment. ‘Err... maybe if I tell you briefly 
about Pretti and I, it might help you understand why I think and feel the way I do.’ 

‘Go on,’ said Karina, ‘we have plenty of time.’ 

“Yes do go on, Mr. Brent, we are at your disposal,’ CJ concurred. 

Richard took a deep breath again. ‘Six months ago, Pretti and I met by chance at a 
café in Mortimer Street and we were instantly attracted to each other. To say it was 
love at first sight would be an understatement,’ he said. “We shared two cups of 
Cappuccino and talked for over an hour. She told me she was from Swansea and was 
here in London for an interview for a typing job. It was not until later on that I 
discovered the vacancy she had applied for was in fact in my own publishing 
company. After she had the interview with Mr. Fraser—that’s the manager of my 
company, she was given the job and she started work on Monday, 11th February, that 
was over six months ago and we have been seeing each other ever since. Yesterday I 
called her to ask a favour and she agreed to help.’ 

‘Oh! What kind of favour?’ Karina asked. 

Richard gazed intently at Karina and said, ‘I told her I was flying to Las Vegas 
this evening (I’m not really), and asked her to come with me to help me choose 
something for someone special. She hesitated at first, but then agreed and we arranged 
that I would pick her up from work at 1.00 p.m. today. When I went to collect her I 
found out she hadn’t come to work. After making two unsuccessful calls to her, one to 
her landline and one to her mobile, I immediately made my way here. On arrival I 
found her gone.’ 

‘May I ask what you were planning to buy?’ 

‘An engagement ring.’ 

‘Oh! Were you buying the engagement ring for her?’ 

‘Of course, but I didn’t tell her that because I wanted it to be a surprise.’ 

‘Ah, ha! So, she had no idea what you were buying and for whom.’ 

‘Exactly.’ 

‘She could have thought that that someone special was someone else, got upset 
and didn’t want to stick around, hence she took off to be as far away from you!’ 
Karina surmised. Being a woman she had a good understanding of women and their 
likely reaction to awkward situations. 

‘Well, this is what I thought initially,’ Richard admitted. ‘Then I saw Bella.’ 
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“Who is she?’ 

‘She is Pretti’s treasured cat. When we met she talked passionately about her cat 
and proudly showed me a picture of her with the cat which she had on her phone... 
There is no way she would bring a £1000 pedigree animal down here from Swansea 
and then abandon her.’ 

‘Maybe she couldn’t take her, or forgot her,’ CJ thought aloud. 

‘The way she always talked about Bella, it was like she was her baby!’ Richard 
said. 

‘Where is Bella now?’ 

‘In the bedroom.’ 

They went in the bedroom and saw Bella on the bed, sleeping. As they entered she 
opened her eyes and winked. 

“Wow, what a beautiful cat she is!’ Karina exclaimed. 

‘She is a show-cat,’ Richard pointed out. 

“So she should be; she is gorgeous. No wonder she cost so much.’ Karina looked 
at Richard. ‘Anything else?’ 

“Yes. Pretti has not returned the keys to the agent who rented her the apartment. I 
know that for definite because whilst waiting for you I rang Chuck O’Connor, the 
manager of that agency.’ 

‘Thank you for that information,’ said CJ. 

‘Mr Brent,’ Karina intervened, ‘do you know if she had any enemies, someone 
who may have a reason to dislike her?’ 

Richard looked at Karina, and quickly answered, ‘No, no one that I know of.’ As 
soon as he had said that he said, ‘wait a minute, there was someone...’ he shook his 
head, ‘no. It can’t be.’ 

‘What is it that can’t be, Mr Brent? Look if you know of anything that could help 
our investigations, please tell us.’ 

Hesitantly he said, ‘there was a window cleaner that used to work here and Pretti 
made a complaint about him, which led to him being forced to resign.’ 

‘This man, does he have a name?’ 

‘Jean, Jean Bastille... But this was months ago.’ 

CJ and Karina walked around, looking for anything that could give them 
additional clues. The shower room looked used and untidy, and so did the kitchen. 
There were two dirty plates, two knives and forks, and two mugs resting in the sink. 
Karina couldn’t help noticing a wooden block with five knives of assorted sizes on the 
kitchen top near the cooker, but there was space for one more knife and the size of the 
slit was larger than the others, suggesting that the biggest knife was missing. 

Richard wanted to know what the detective planned to do. 

‘Well, right now we can’t officially treat this as a case of missing person; we have 
to wait at least 24 hours for that.’ 

‘Aren’t we wasting time, especially if she has been kidnapped or even murdered?’ 
Richard complained. 

CJ shook his head. ‘I said: officially... of course anything is possible, but, we 
must not imagine the worst case scenario, just yet.’ 

‘That’s easy for you to say.’ 

‘Leave it with us Mr. Brent we will get to the bottom of this,’ Karina intervened, 
sounding determined. 

‘Meanwhile,’ CJ said to Karina, ‘Just to be on the safe side, I think we should get 
the lab team here to dust this place and whilst you are at it, tell the Caretaker and the 
Renting Agency to allow no one in this room until our team have finished with it and 
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we might as well put a security tag on door.’ 

“Will do.’ 

‘Err... Have a couple of squad cars check the hotels in the vicinity, the airport, rail 
roads, car rental agencies... in fact anywhere she might have gone. Then turning to 
Richard, he said, ‘if you do not mind, sir, please go with Karina to the station so that 
she can take a deposition.’ 

CJ stayed behind and waited for the Forensic team to arrive. Whilst doing so, he 
walked around the apartment, leaned over a window sill and as he peeped down at a 
forecourt he saw council workers collecting the wheelie bins and tipping the contents 
in a huge lorry. He also noticed a security camera. His attention was suddenly drawn 
to three plain police officers entering the apartment. 

‘Here you are,’ CJ said. 

They had come to dust the place for prints. Whilst they were doing so, CJ 
wandered about as if looking for more clues as to what could have happened to Pretti 
Evans. He was not one to jump to rash conclusions but his instinct told him that 
something fishy was going on and he needed to find out what that was! 2 
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CHAPTER 12 


Down at the police station, Richard had completed his deposition and had given 
Karina all the information he had on Pretti. 

‘Thank you for your assistance Mr Brent, we will be in touch.’ 

Karina and Richard shook hands. ‘If you should hear from Pretti please let us 
know.’ 

As Richard came out of the exit door, he stopped in shock. On the other side of 
the road a woman was hurrying along Gustav Avenue, sweating in the hot sun. 
Thinking that the woman was Pretti, Richard called out her name as he ran recklessly 
across the road towards her, causing an oncoming car to swerve as the driver slammed 
on his brakes, swearing profanity. The woman stopped, turned her head, engulfed in a 
red mist of terror, she ran into a shopping centre whilst being chased. People in the 
shopping centre stood aside and stared at them. Breathless and determined not to be 
caught, the woman ran faster. A Security guard stepped in front of Richard trying to 
block his path, but Richard pushed him violently out of his way causing the latter to 
fall to the ground. The Security guard got up, pulled out his gun and fired a shot in the 
air. The bullet went through the ceiling and the deafening sound of the automatic 
weapon caused a huge scare. Terrified people ran in all directions. Seconds later 
Richard caught up with the woman. 

Grabbing the woman by her right arm from behind, Richard said, ‘Pretti, why are 
you...” before Richard could finish his question, he discovered that the woman was 
not Pretti. But he could be forgiven because she had an uncanny resemblance. 

‘Forgive me, ma’am. I mistook you for someone else,’ he apologised sincerely. 

Her throat dry, she gave him a stern look. ‘Pervert,’ she muttered. Feeling sick to 
her stomach she turned defiantly and walked away, leaving a disappointed 
embarrassed Richard standing there. 

Richard shook his head, with an uneasy grin on his face he started to head to his 
car when he was apprehended by the Security guard he had pushed to the floor plus 
another, but being who he was, he managed to wriggle his way out of the situation. 
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Richard drove along the busy streets, frantically looking left and right every few 
moments in the hope of seeing Pretti. J have got to find her, Richard thought, 
desperately. I hope nothing bad has happened to her. He reproached himself for not 
telling her that he was buying an engagement ring for her. However, he was not 
convinced that his secrecy about the ring had anything to do with her disappearance. 

As he arrived at Brent Publishing House, Fraser’s PA approached him and she was 
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anxious to know the latest. 

Richard looked at her, took a deep breath and said, ‘Christine...Pretti has 
disappeared, and I just don’t know where to look.’ 

‘Have you informed the police?’ 

Richard nodded. ‘Yes.’ 

Christine said reassuringly, ‘the police will find her.’ 
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Back at Pretti’s apartment, CJ and his team were getting ready to go when a 
medium sixty-six year old Welsh woman with a scarf around her neck knocked at the 
door. CJ went to investigate who it might be. As he opened the door the woman 
looked again at the number on the door and then stared at CJ whose eyes was also 
probing hers. Thinking that she must have got the wrong apartment, she apologised 
and turned round to walk away. 

‘Can I help you, ma’am?’ CJ asked. 

‘Sorry I think I’ve got the wrong place.’ 

‘May I ask who you are looking for? 

‘My daughter Pretti, Pretti Evans,’ the woman said. 

CJ pulled his phone out of his pocket and glanced at the photo Richard had 
emailed him. He could see that the woman bore some resemblance to Pretti. Her most 
striking features though were her sky-high cheek bones, sombre lips and a head of 
thick straight grey hair cut short. 

“You’ve got the right apartment, ma’am.’ 

‘Oh! Who are you then?’ she asked looking astonished. 

‘Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield, ma’am!’ 

‘Detective!’ she echoed. ‘What would a detective be doing in my daughter’s 
apartment?’ she stammered. ‘Where is my daughter? Is anything wrong?’ 

Before deciding to answer the woman’s questions, CJ decided to invite her inside. 
“Why don’t you come inside and we can talk?’ 

CJ led her into the sitting room and motioned her to sit. He then took a seat facing 
her. 

The woman introduced herself. ‘I am Mrs Jessica Evans. Would you please tell 
me where my daughter is?’ She asked again, looking and sounding quite 
apprehensive. 

“We don’t know yet, ma’am. She has been reported missing.’ 

‘Missing?’ Mrs Jessica Evans echoed, ‘since when?’ 

‘We’re not sure. Either sometime last night or this morning, ma’am.’ 

‘It can’t be last night because we spoke on the phone around 9.30 p.m. for almost 
one hour. She wished me a happy anniversary and agreed I should come down today 
to celebrate it together, all be it one day late. If there was anything wrong she would 
have surely told me. Are you sure she hasn’t just gone out, shopping maybe?’ 

‘Possibly. However, she didn’t report to work today, which I am told is quite 
unusual. Besides, her wardrobe is empty and she has so far failed to answer her 
mobile.’ CJ scratched his head. ‘Err... Do you live far from here?’ 

‘South Wales, in Swansea town.’ 

‘This must have been a very long journey for you?’ 

Jessica nodded. ‘Almost six hours.’ 

‘Erm...I was about to make a cup of tea, can I get you one?’ 

‘I prefer coffee, really. I am diabetic you see.’ 
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‘T think I noticed a jar of de-cafe in the cupboard... milk and sugar?’ 

‘Milk please, no sugar!’ 

CJ went in the kitchen but they carried on talking. Suddenly Bella came out of the 
bedroom and rushed to Jessica, brushed her body against Jessica’s leg, arching her 
back. 

‘Hello Bella,’ Jessica uttered softly. She immediately picked the cat up and placed 
her on her lap. 

‘Inspector,’ Jessica said, ‘my daughter would never have taken off leaving Bella 
behind.’ 

‘I was going to ask you about that.’ 

‘I hope nothing bad has happened to her... To be honest, I really never wanted her 
to come down to London, but she couldn’t find an appropriate job in Swansea. My 
late husband would have definitely disapproved of her moving so far away.’ 

Jessica adjusted herself in her seat to have a clearer view of CJ, who was 
preparing the drink, and said, ‘If that Llew had taken care of her, as he should, she 
perhaps would have stayed in Wales.’ 

‘Who is Llew?’ CJ asked, raising his voice so that Jessica could hear him. 

‘Her no-good boyfriend,’ Jessica replied, raising her voice as well. 

Jessica never did like Llew and had always felt her daughter could do better. In 
fact she always seized any opportunity to throw caustic remarks about him much to 
the displeasure of Pretti. 

CJ walked back to the lounge carrying two mugs, and he could not help but 
wonder if Pretti was two-timing Richard. 

‘Here is your coffee,’ CJ said and handed her a mug and placed his mug on the 
coffee table as he retook his seat. 

‘Thank you,’ said Jessica and looked straight at CJ. ‘Inspector, if you believe she 
is missing why aren’t you people out there looking for her?’ 

CJ smiled. “As we speak I have people doing exactly that, ma’am. Don’t worry we 
will do everything we can to find her,’ CJ reassured Mrs Jessica Evans. 

‘This Llew, where does he live?’ 

‘Only two blocks near me.’ 

‘Does he have a job?’ 

‘He works as a Caretaker in the local primary school. For as long as I can 
remember, his relationship with my daughter has been rocky and has gotten worse 
lately which in part, was the reason she was glad to get away.’ 

‘They broke up you mean?’ 

‘I guess that’s what you people would call it. Relationships don’t appear to last a 
long time nowadays, do they?’ 

CJ smiled. 

‘My husband and I were married for forty-six long years before he died,’ Jessica 
said solemnly. ‘And during all these years we never had a cross-word towards each 
other.’ 

Suddenly, there was a shrilling noise coming from CJ’s mobile and he pulled it 
out of his pocket and listened to the caller who happened to be his assistance Karina. 

‘Okay. Meanwhile, see if you can get a fix on this Jean Bastille.’ 

Turning to Mrs Jessica Evans, CJ asked if she was planning to stay in the 
apartment and when she expressed that she preferred to go back to Swansea, he 
smiled narrowly and got up. The Inspector once again reassured Jessica that 
everything possible would be done to find her daughter and he would be in touch. 
They agreed that Jessica should take Bella home with her and they bid each other 
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goodbye. CJ then turned to his colleagues and said, ‘let’s go guys, there is nothing 
further to do here, for now.’ 
Before walking away from the apartment CJ sealed the door. 2 
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CHAPTER 13 


‘Listen guys,’ CJ said to his team as they were leaving, ‘I need to talk to someone. 
You go ahead I’Il catch up with you later.’ 

He walked three yards down the corridor to number 311 which stood directly 
opposite Pretti’s apartment, knocked at the door and waited. When no one answered 
he knocked again, this time a bit louder. Still no one came to open the door. No one is 
in, he concluded and as he turned to walk away he heard the door open. He quickly 
turned round. Iska Bailey was standing there. Iska was a slim Filipino female in her 
early thirties with a reputation to gossip. She had been living in Regent Tower for 
over a year. 

“Yes,” Iska said with her head wedged between the door and the door frame. 

CJ pull out his ID and showed it to her. ‘Sorry to disturb you ma’am, I am 
Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield and I would like to ask you a few questions.’ 

She opened the door wider. ‘Questions... what kind of questions?’ Iska sounded 
like she was not very excited about answering any questions. 

‘There’s nothing for you to worry about, ma’am. It’s just routine enquiry!’ 
Pointing his finger at Pretti’s front door, CJ said, ‘the woman occupying that 
apartment has been reported missing...’ 

‘Pretti missing, are you sure?’ 

‘That’s what I’ve been led to believe ma’am, unless you know differently.’ 

“Well, not that I like to snoop you understand, I did see her leaving yesterday 


night.’ 
‘You did? What time was that?’ 
‘Err... 11.45ish.’ 


‘Do you know where she was going?’ 

‘I presume she was going to visit her mother in Wales, but...’ She stopped. 

‘Continue please.’ 

Iska remained silent for a moment and then started to speak. “You see, last night... 
at 10.30... I was lying in my bed watching the film the good, the bad and the ugly, on 
Channel 4 when I heard a knock. Have you seen that film Inspector?’ 

‘Yes, I know the film well.’ 

‘I love Clint Eastwood... he is so macho...’ 

‘Err... you said you heard a knock,’ CJ aiming to get Iska back to her account. 

‘Oh yes. At first I thought someone was knocking at my door. As I was not 
expecting anyone, I decided to peep through my door viewer and I saw a man 
standing by Pretti’s door. When I saw Pretti open her door, I went back to my bed to 
continue watching my film. Then, just before midnight, when my film had come to an 
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end, I turned off the TV. It was then that I heard some noise coming from the corridor. 
I peeped again through my door viewer.’ She stopped again. 

‘Go on please.’ CJ encouraged her. 

Iska looked at CJ. ‘I saw her enter the lift with a small suitcase.’ 

“Was she alone?’ 

‘No. The man I referred to earlier was with her.’ 

‘The man, can you describe him?’ 

‘Erm, he was of medium height, black hair, wearing blue jeans, white Nike shoes, 
black leather jacket and white shirt.’ 

‘Have you seen this man before?’ 

‘I didn’t see his face as he had his back towards me, but I’m pretty sure he was 
Jean.’ 

‘Who is Jean?’ 

‘Jean Bastille used to be our window cleaner, but rumours have it that he was fired 
months ago for bothering Pretti.’ 

‘I hate to press,’ CJ said. “Why do you think it might have been Jean?’ 

‘His jacket... It had the words NO ANGEL painted in big letters across the back. I 
have seen him wearing the jacket before and I have also seen him standing at Pretti’s 
door talking to her on a couple of occasions.’ 

‘Thank you ma’am, you have been very helpful.’ 

As CJ was walking away, Iska said, ‘Inspector...’ 

‘Yes,’ CJ said as he turned round. 

‘What I find strange, though, is that whenever Pretti went away she would ask me 
to feed her cat, but on this occasion she didn’t.’ 

‘Thank you for that additional piece of information.’ 
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On his way back to the police station, CJ thought, this is twice now that I have 
heard the name Jean Bastille. Could he hold the key to this case? And then there was 
Llew Jenkins? Since Pretti broke up with him, that could have left him feeling sore. 

Addressing the police officer minding the desk CJ asked, ‘Where is Karina.’ 

‘Talking to someone on the phone,’ the police officer said, pointing to the back 
room. 

As Karina was putting the handset on its cradle she looked up and saw CJ entering 
the room. She couldn’t wait to tell him what she’d found out. 

‘I’ve just been talking to Mr Chuck O’Connor, the Estate Agent looking after 
Regent Tower. He said following a complaint from Pretti and discussion with Mr 
Richard Brent, he terminated Jean Bastille’s employment as a window cleaner. Jean 
went back to France, but came back in the country. I have an address where he may 
be working. Also an Indian doctor came in to report that he saw Pretti being pushed 
into a white transit van by a man.’ 

‘Ah ha, I have also talked to an eyewitness who saw Pretti leave her apartment 
yesterday just before midnight with a suitcase and wait for it: there was a man with 
her.’ 

‘Could that man be Jean Bastille?’ Karina thought aloud. 

“That’s what the eyewitness thinks but he could also be Llew Jenkins.’ 

“Who’s he?’ 

‘Pretti’s jilted boyfriend.’ 

‘The plot thickens.’ 
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CJ and Karina drove to Newgate Museum and met with the managing director, 
Felix Orr. He was a middle-aged, charming Englishman. 

‘I’m Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield and this is Karina, my assistant.’ 

‘How can I help you?’ 

“We understand that you have someone by the name of Jean Bastille working 
here.’ 

“Not anymore.’ 

‘Oh! What happened?’ 

‘I took him on because he promised to be reliable. The first week he only came for 
three days and claimed he was sick for the other two. The second week he came late 
on three occasions, claiming his alarm did not wake him up. When I told him I was 
going to dock his pay, he got angry and moments later he was gone and so was my 
wallet.’ 

‘Was there lots of money in your wallet?’ 

‘£100 ... bloody thief.’ 

‘Did you report the matter to the police?’ 

“Yes but when the officer learnt that I hadn’t seen him taking my wallet and there 
were no eye witnesses, he told me to put it down to bad luck.’ 

‘I’m sorry to hear that.’ 

‘It’s fine to be sorry, but what are you going to do about it?’ 

‘Nothing. Put it down to bad luck.’ 

‘How did I know you were going to say that?’ 2 
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The office storing camera footage, for the Regent Tower, was located on the first floor 
of the building. Louise Chandler, a beautiful French born brunette in her thirties, was 
responsible for cataloguing video footage for all the cameras installed in that 
complex. She was seated at her desk when CJ and Karina arrived. 

‘Hi detectives, have you found that missing woman yet?’ 

‘Still working on it,’ Karina answered. 

“Well, how can I help?’ 

“We want to look at all camera footage of activities on level three.’ 

‘Regent Tower only has cameras in the basement car park.’ 

‘Okay show us the footage of activities taken on 8 August, please.’ 

‘I hope you have plenty of time to watch 24 hours of recordings.’ 

‘How about we narrow this down,’ CJ intervened. ‘We want to view recordings 
taken from 10.00 p.m. to midnight on that date.’ 

Louise led the duo detectives to a desk with a monitor on it and loaded the viewer 
program. ‘I take it you know how to navigate your way through?’ she said. 

‘We'll call you if we need help,’ CJ replied. 

‘Please do. By the way there are three cameras in that basement car park; they are 
numbered 1-3.’ And she returned to her desk. 

Karina clicked on the Menu icon and then clicked on the Search option. The 
screen changed. She selected Camera | and the picture of one section of the car park 
appeared on the screen. They began to view recordings on 8" August from 10.00 p.m. 
They could see very little activity. Two cars left the car park. Karina changed to 
Camera 2. More cars left the car park and one came in. She changed to Camera 3. 
The picture of an Indian man appeared on the screen walking to his car. Karina 
immediately recognised him as being the doctor who’d reported he saw Pretti being 
pushed into a white transit van. As they continued to view the recording, it confirmed 
the eyewitness statement. Disappointingly, whilst there was a scene showing Pretti 
being pushed into a white van by a man, they could not identify him because of the 
balaclava he was wearing, but as the van sped out of the car park the driver’s side 
brushed again one of the pillars and Karina noted down the registration plate number. 
When she checked ownership with the DVLA, she discovered that the number plate 
was stolen. 

Karina tured off the monitor. ‘I think we should go in the basement car park and 
pick up a sample of the paint left on the pillar for analysis.’ 

‘Good idea,’ CJ said. 

They made their way to the basement car park. After leaving it they decided to 
pay a visit to Llew Jenkins in Swansea. It was a long train journey. When they 
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eventually got there, before going to interview Llew they paid Jessica Evans a visit. 
As they appeared at her door, Jessica was not sure whether she should be glad or 
frightened. Her first thought was they were bearers of bad news. 

‘Hello Inspector, should I be glad to see you?’ Jessica asked, as she took them to 
the lounge. 

Once they were all seated, Jessica couldn’t wait to hear news about her daughter. 

‘Tell me Inspector, have you found Pretti?’ 

“We have a lead,’ CJ announced. ‘Have you heard from her?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘T am Karina I work with CJ and as we were in the area, I thought it would be a 
good idea to meet you and find out how you are getting on.’ 

‘Bearing up under the circumstances,’ Jessica said softly and shifted her gaze 
towards the floor. 

‘That’s good,’ CJ said. He could not help noticing a photo of Pretti and her 
parents in a frame hanging on the wall above the fire place. ‘The man in the picture is 
Mr Evans, right?’ 

‘Yes. We took it just before my husband died.’ 

‘I’m sorry to hear that,’ Karina interjected. 

‘Can we borrow this picture, Mrs Evans? This is a better picture than the one 
we've got.’ 

‘Err... this is the only one I have got!’ Jessica appeared reluctant to part with it. 

‘Don’t you worry Mrs. Evans, I will personally take good care of it, and get it 
back to you myself,’ Karina said reassuringly. 

Jessica smiled and nodded. ‘Okay then.’ 

‘We need to talk to Llew, but I don’t recall you told me his last name,’ CJ said. 

‘Llew Jenkins, he doesn’t live far from here.’ 

‘So you told me. 23, Cocket lane, I recalled you said?’ CJ was double checking. 

Jessica nodded. 

‘Mrs Evans, do you happen to have a photograph of him?’ 

Jessica shook her head. ‘Sorry, no,’ she answered and quickly added, ‘I hated the 
sight of him.’ Then she remembered. ‘Oh wait I may have one tucked away in the 
album.’ 

Jessica fetched her album and fingered through. ‘Oh here is one.’ 

‘Thank you Mrs. Evans. You have been very helpful. Try not to worry too much. 
We will keep you posted.’ 
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During a prior meeting with Mrs. Evans, the latter had told CJ how her daughter 
used to cry to her and often sought her counsel. According to the mother, whilst 
initially the couple were very loving, thoughtful and endearing towards each other, 
everything changed when Llew cheated more than once and that became the biggest 
turn off. Linked to that, Llew’s behaviours began to change. He had slowly turned 
into another person. He was frequently hostile and confrontational making it 
impossible for Pretti to hold a conversation with the opposite sex without being 
accused of one thing or another. The final straw for Pretti came when cheating Llew 
had the audacity of criticising her for being too friendly with the opposite sex and 
protested. Pretti was not prepared to take her boyfriend’s jealous tantrums; Mrs. 
Evans was at pain to reveal. But reflecting on the rocky relationship of her daughter 
with Llew, in defence to the latter she admitted that Pretti had no idea how being so 
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beautiful created terrible fears that plagued Llew. 

After listening patiently to Mrs Evans, they made their way to 23, Cocket lane. 
When they arrived there and knocked at the door, no one answered. The next door 
neighbour, Lily, a seventy-one-year-old widow walked towards the boundary fence 
and said, ‘he has not been round for five days.’ She paused and then explained. ‘He 
used to walk my dog in the evening for me, you see.’ 

The fact that he had not been home for five days made the duo detectives even 
more suspicious. 

‘Do you know where he’s gone?’ 

“Why do you want to know? Are you from the police?’ Lily asked curiously. 

“We are detectives, ma’am. We just want to talk to him.’ 

‘Detectives, eh? Don’t you wear uniform?’ 

CJ laughed. ‘No ma’am.’ 

“Why don’t you try the pub, down the road? He often goes to the Prince of Wales 
for a pint and a few games of darts.’ 

“Thank you very much. We’|l do that.’ 
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The Prince of Wales pub was the duo’s next stop. Standing by the bar they were 
questioning Elfed Lewis. He was the bartender. 

‘Llew is one of my regular customers. I haven’t seen him around here lately,’ 
Elfed told the detectives. 

Karina looked around. Half a dozen lads were drinking and throwing darts. 

‘Why don’t you ask Billy—he is the one about to throw the dart—he might be 
able to tell you more,’ Elfed said to CJ. 

CJ went over to Billy and they shook hands. ‘You know Llew Jenkins?’ 

“You bet I do. He should be here today. When I saw him three weeks back, he 
looked troubled. He had an argument with his girlfriend, he said. We had a couple of 
beers together and he left.’ 

‘Do you know where we can find his girlfriend?’ Karina chipped in. 

‘Apparently she moved to London somewhere.’ 

‘Has this girlfriend got a name?’ 

‘Pretti. Sorry I can’t remember her last name.’ 

‘Could it be Pretti Evans?’ 

‘Oh yes, that’s the one.’ 

‘That was his ex-girlfriend, wasn’t it?’ 

‘Not as far as Llew was concerned,’ Billy retorted. ‘What do you want with him, 
anyway?’ 

“We just want to ask him a few questions,’ CJ replied. 

The duo detectives left and were quiet on their way to catch the train back to 
London. 


38 28 3k 


After waiting for fifteen minutes for the train to arrive, they were finally in one. 
Sitting in the buffer car the duo detectives devoured a prawn sandwich. They had 
spent hours trying to get to the bottom of Pretti’s mysterious disappearance. Based on 
information they had gathered they had two suspects. They knew the time and date 
Pretti left her apartment with a man, but whom? And did she leave willingly? Those 
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were the questions that they were wrestling with. And now that they had found out 
that Llew was missing, could he have been the man who knocked at Pretti’s door that 
Monday night? If Pretti did leave on her own accord, why would she abandon her 
beloved cat which she had brought with her all the way from Swansea? 

‘Maybe wherever she was going she couldn’t take the cat with her. But I certainly 
wouldn’t abandon her.’ 

‘Neither would I... If for whatever reason I could not take her with me I would 
have arranged for someone to take care of her.’ 

*...but,’ Karina added, ‘if I was mentally disturbed, I might not.’ 

‘True! Fair point! However, we know Pretti couldn’t have been unstable. 
According to her mother, they spoke on the phone and she invited her to come to 
London to celebrate her wedding anniversary. That is hardly the action of someone 
who is troubled.’ 

‘Come to think of it,’ Karina remembered, ‘according to Richard, Pretti has 
always turned up for work and always rang in if she was going to be late... Not doing 
so on this occasion was quite out of character.’ 

‘I think we can eliminate the possibility of Pretti’s disappearance being 
intentional.’ 

‘I’m inclined to agree with you, CJ... Then we are left with two possibilities: (a) 
she went out, and got lost somewhere or maybe hurt, taken or even killed; (b) she was 
taken from her apartment between the hours of 11.00 p.m. and 8.30 a.m. on 9th of 
August by either Jean or Llew.’ 

‘Of the two, Llew certainly had the motive, intent, and opportunity. Given Pretti’s 
affiliation with Richard, I don’t think we can rule out kidnapping... in fact I think it is 
the most likely scenario,’ CJ concluded. 

‘I see what you mean; Richard is certainly a rich man. If you are right though, 
how come there has been no ransom demand?’ Karina questioned. ‘Most kidnapper(s) 
usually make contact within twenty-four hours.’ 

‘What if the kidnapper is not after money?’ 

Karina frowned and complained, ‘Now you have lost me.’ 

“What if Pretti is the ransom?’ 

Karina’s forehead creased again. ‘You think Llew has kidnapped her for himself 
and is holding her captive somewhere?’ 

CJ nodded with a grimace. 

‘Does that mean we can forget about Jean and concentrate our efforts on finding 
Llew?’ 

‘Let’s not narrow our options for now, shall we?’ 
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Most of the national newspapers were carrying a photograph of Pretti on their first 
page with the caption MISSING written underneath her picture in big bold letters and 
members of the public were asked, if seen, to report her whereabouts to the Missing 
Persons Bureau. 

The duo were aware that the crucial period was the first 24-72 hours and time was 
passing rapidly. Understandably the duo were concerned that the longer it took them 
to find Pretti, especially if her life was at risk; the less chance they had in finding her 
alive. 2 
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CHAPTER 15 


Since Pretti’s disappearance, Richard Brent had been on the edge. When he saw the 
duo detectives standing at the door of his apartment at Trafalgar square he really 
looked anxious. 

‘What an unexpected surprise. I hope you are bearers of good news,’ he said in 
anticipation. 

‘Well we’re getting close,’ said CJ. 

“How close?’ 

‘Can we come inside?’ Karina asked. 

‘Oh, excuse my manners. Do come in.’ 

This is the first time the duo had been to Richard’s apartment. It was quite 
luxurious, very fitting for a billionaire. Once they were all seated in the lounge, 
Richard was ready to listen. 

‘We found out that Pretti has a boyfriend call Llew Jenkins,’ Karina took the lead. 
She kept her eyes on Richard and watched his reaction. 

‘An ex-boyfriend you mean.’ Richard sounded angry. 

‘It depends who you talk to,’ CJ intervened. ‘We had a chat with a friend of Llew 
and he informed us that as far as Llew was concerned he was still her boyfriend.’ 

‘It can’t be! Pretti assured me that they broke up but this son of a bitch Llew 
refused to accept that their relationship had come to an end and I believe her,’ Richard 
retorted with conviction. 

‘We have it on good information that he has not been to work or sleeping in his 
flat in Swansea and no one knows where he is.’ 

‘He must still be here in London then,’ said Richard. 

‘Here in London? What makes you say so, Mr Brent?’ Karina intervened looking 
quite puzzled. 

‘I met him and I should have killed him when he and his friend tried to beat me 


up.’ 

Karina immediate pulled out the photograph of Llew and showed it to Richard. 

‘Is that the man?’ 

Richard looked at it and nodded. ‘That’s him alright.’ 

Richard went on to explain to the detectives how Llew had been stalking him for 
the last fortnight. 

CJ was furious. ‘You kept that very quiet! Don’t you think you should have told 
us that?’ 

‘I thought I took care of it by frightening him and his friend away.’ 


‘And how did you do that?’ 

‘With a gun of course... After confronting them, I took a deliberate missed shot 
whilst they were running away. Now I think I should have aimed better.’ 

‘Just as well you did not, my friend. Had you killed anyone of them you wouldn’t 
be standing here talking to me.’ 

Richard swallowed, as he reflected on CJ’s response. ‘Do you suspect that that 
creep could be behind Pretti’s disappearance?’ 

‘I wouldn’t bet my last pound on it, although the probability is high,’ CJ replied. 

‘How high?’ Richard asked curiously. 

‘Luckily for us, a criminal record check was done as part of a requirement when 
Llew Jenkins applied to join his local primary school as a caretaker. We requested a 
sample from the Criminal Records Bureau’s in Swansea and compared it with one of 
the three sets of finger prints we lifted at Pretti’s apartment. One set match up exactly. 
‘And the other two sets of prints?’ 

‘Not sure... Could be yours and Pretti’s! That’s one of the reasons we’ve come to 
see you. I’m sure you wouldn’t mind giving us your fingerprints so that we can get a 
definite answer on this.’ 

“What would that prove if one set tallies with mine?’ 

‘Just that you have been in her apartment which we already know but more 
importantly it would save us time from looking for someone else.’ 

“When are you going to arrest him?’ 

‘When we find him, of course!’ 

‘He had called me from his mobile on a number of occasions before Pretti 
disappeared, but unfortunately there was no caller ID.’ 

‘Have you still got those calls on your phone?’ Karina asked. 

“Yes.” 

‘The Service Provider may be able to assist,’ said CJ. 

‘What else can I do to help?’ 

‘If you can tell us anything that you have forgotten to tell us so far, that would be 
a good thing.’ 

Richard grinned. He refused to stand still. He had this uncontrollable feeling that 
he needed to do more. He insisted on appearing on TV to appeal to members of the 
public. After some discussions, this was arranged immediately. Pretti’s picture and 
that of Llew were shown to viewers. Richard offered a reward of £500,000 to anyone 
who could provide information of their whereabouts. 
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As soon as the TV appeal was aired, the police team, especially setup to accept 
calls, was bombarded with callers but almost all the calls received were unhelpful, 
proving quite frustrating to everyone involved in solving the case. 

At 2.00 p.m., a large hall in Park Avenue, London was crowded with members of 
the media. Sitting behind a long table were Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield and his 
assistant Karina. Next to her was Police Commissioner David Davidson and to his left 
was Richard Brent. 

‘Quiet, please.” Commissioner Davidson stood up and waited until there was 
silence. ‘Before taking your questions, I want to say that the disappearance of Miss 
Pretti Evans is quite inexplicable, and we continue to receive information from 
members of the public and we are confident that soon we’ll get to the bottom of this 
mystery. Now you can ask your questions.’ 
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A reporter stood up. ‘Commissioner Davidson, do the police have any leads?’ 

‘As you know I have two of my best detectives on the case.’ Turning to CJ, he 
said, ‘I will let Detective Fairfield answer that.’ 

CJ stood up. ‘As the Commissioner has mentioned, since our TV appeal we have 
received lots of responses. One caller, a local Pakistani doctor, told us that on 9% 
August, at 8.30 a.m. he saw Pretti being forced into a white van by a Caucasian man. 
He wanted to go to her rescue but when he saw the man had a gun he stayed in his car 
and attempted to ring the police but his mobile died on him. He managed to take 
down the registration number as it drove away. The plates were from a stolen truck.’ 

“Why didn’t he drive to the nearest police station?’ 

‘He explained that he was on his way to see a patient. When he later on got home 
and told his wife about it, she advised him not to get involved, but after some thoughts 
he did come forward.’ 

‘How certain was he, that the woman was Pretti Evans?’ 

‘Dead certain,’ CJ answered but quickly realised his poor choice of words, which 
sent a shiver down the spine of everyone in the room. 

‘Did he say where the apparent kidnapping took place?’ 

‘Yes.’ There was a deliberate pause keeping the reporter waiting for elaboration. 
‘In the basement car park of the complex of Pretti’s apartment... he was taking his car 
out when he saw the man and Pretti with a suitcase in her hand approach the van 
which was parked in another bay a few yards away from where he was. Whilst the 
man was putting the suitcase in the van Pretti made a run for it, but she was quickly 
caught and dragged back to the van. It was then that he saw Pretti’s face and 
recognised her immediately.’ 

‘Aren’t there video cameras in that basement?’ the reporter from Daily Gazette 
asked. 

“Yes. Karina and I have reviewed video footage which confirmed most of our 
eyewitness accounts. Unfortunately, the image was blurry and the fact that the man 
was wearing a balaclava, made identification of his face almost impossible, but we 
strongly suspect that the man could be an ex-boyfriend.’ 

“Would that explain why there has been no ransom demand made?’ 

‘My sentiments exactly.’ 

Another reporter called out, ‘Do you have any other suspects?’ 

‘There is one more, that we are currently looking in to.’ 

‘Do you have a name?’ 

‘Jean Bastille, the window cleaner for the complex.’ 

“Why hasn’t he been arrested and questioned?’ 

‘We will when we find him... I once again ask the local and national papers to 
continue to print and circulate the photos of the suspects and that of Pretti. Once these 
two suspects are apprehended, the case will be solved.’ 

Commissioner Davidson stood up. ‘Thank you all. Now we must get back to 
work.’ 
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The hunt for Pretti continued. Newspapers and newscasters continued to show 
Pretti’s picture and the main suspect Llew Jenkins urging the public to call a specific 
number and report anything that could lead to finding Pretti. CJ and Karina worked 
tirelessly following any leads that came their way. Everyone who knew Pretti was 
talking about the case and was praying for her safety. 
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One particular concern was that unlike Mrs Evans who suffered from type II 
diabetes, Pretti suffered from type 1 and needed daily injection of insulin. According 
to her GP (General Practitioner), just before she went missing she was supplied with 
enough medication to last her for one month. The duo detectives had been briefed that 
if Pretti failed to take her daily dose she would pass out and without medical attention 
she would certainly die. 

There were also reports that Pretti’s mother was living on edge. She couldn’t sleep 
and her doctor had to prescribe a mild tranquiliser to steady her nerves. It was really 
hard for a woman who had recently lost her husband to have to live with the 
possibility that she might have lost her only daughter for ever. A friend of hers, also a 
widow, paid her frequent visits and sometimes stayed the night. 2 


CHAPTER 16 


Thursday, 11th August, Swansea, South Wales 


Mrs Jessica Evans was sitting down in her lounge having a cup of tea when the door 
bell rang. Curious to know who it was she went to open the door. 

‘Oh, do come in detectives,’ she said and willingly led them to the lounge. ‘Take a 
seat... [am having a cup of tea, can I get you one?’ 

‘No thank you, Mrs Evans, we’ve just had a drink in the little café round the 
corner.’ 

‘T know it quite well. They make good coffee. I sometimes have one there myself 
... whenever I can afford it on my measly pension.’ 

‘I can see you once again have this beautiful young lady with you.’ 

“She is my shadow,’ CJ replied. 

Jessica and Karina looked at each other and shook hands. 

‘I must say you look very relaxed.’ Karina remarked. 

‘I do now.’ 

‘The last I heard you were anxious and not sleeping very well. What has brought 
about this change?’ CJ asked. 

‘It looks like you won’t need to worry about my daughter anymore.’ 

‘Oh. May I ask why?’ CJ enquired. 

‘She wrote to me asking me not to worry and added she is quite safe.’ 

‘That’s really good news. Where is she?’ 

‘Err...I’m not sure.’ Jessica got up and walked to her bedroom. Seconds later she 
returned and handed CJ a one-page letter. 

He read it and passed it over to Karina who did the same. 

‘This is a very short and sweet letter, Mrs Evans. But are you sure your daughter 
wrote it?’ Karina asked. 

‘It certainly looks like her handwriting,’ she said without any hesitation. 

‘She wrote here that she needs sometime alone but does not say why.’ 

‘I must admit I was puzzled to read that too. She has never been a loner and has 
always confided in me, but knowing she is alive has lifted a big weight off my mind.’ 

‘T bet,’ CJ intervened. ‘Err... who is Lowri?’ 

‘That would be my sister. We haven’t seen or talked to each other for years.’ 

“Why is that?’ 
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‘We quarrelled many years ago, over something stupid really, but unfortunately 
we'd never got round to making up.’ 

‘And your daughter knows that?’ 

Ves. 

‘Why then would she ask you to give Lowri a kiss?’ 

‘I wondered about that too. She may be trying to tease me, I guess.’ 

‘Or she may be trying to tell you something in a coded way?’ 

‘Like what?’ 

The duo stared at Mrs Evans and to avoid worrying her they avoided giving a 
direct answer. 

‘Hmm... can we see the envelop that concealed this letter?’ 

‘Tll get it for you.” Mrs Evans trotted back into her bedroom and moments later 
returned. ‘I’m sorry, I can’t find it.’ 

“You wouldn’t have thrown it away, would you?’ 

‘T don’t think so. I'll look for it. Is it important?’ 

‘It may help us find out where and when the letter was posted.’ 

‘Oh, it had a first class British stamp on it. But as for the date it was posted on I 
didn’t look.’ 

CJ nodded but felt something was not quite right. 

‘Err... Do you mind if we borrow this letter?’ Karina asked. 

Mrs Evans hesitated for a moment and then consented. 

CJ looked at his watch and noticed it had gone past ten o’clock. He got up to say 
good bye. ‘Well, if you should hear from Pretti again, please let us know.’ 

‘T certainly will.’ 

As CJ reached the door he turned round and asked, ‘You don’t happen to have 
something else that Pretti has written, a postcard perhaps?’ 

‘Noooo... Oh wait a moment; Pretti has a little copybook full of recipes which she 
compiled for me. I'll get it.” Seconds later she returned and handed CJ a 32-page 
copybook. 

He compared the writing on the letter with that of the copybook and to his 
untrained eyes they looked similar. Nevertheless, he wanted his writing expert to 
check them out. 

‘Do you mind if I borrow this as well?’ 

‘Oh, I didn’t know you liked Welsh recipes,’ Jessica remarked. ‘I can copy the 
ones you want and send them to you.’ 

Karina intervened. ‘We need the one Pretti has written so that we can carry out a 
handwriting comparison.’ 

‘Oh, Okay! But you will return it, won’t you?’ 

‘I promise.’ 

‘T trust you,’ Mrs Evans said with a smile. 
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On the way to their car, the duo compared notes. They agreed that the letter, 
although not yet validated, was most likely written by Pretti. They also agreed it was 
quite bizarre of Pretti to ask her mother to kiss auntie Lowri. That caused the duo to 
suspect that Pretti may have written the letter under duress. 

Thinking aloud CJ said, ‘We know that Pretti invited her mother to her apartment 
so that they could celebrate her wedding anniversary. Why would she then decide to 
vanish?’ 
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‘Why indeed,’ Karina concurred, ‘it just does not make sense and to follow her 
disappearance with a letter claiming the need to be alone is not the act of someone 
operating with a full deck.’ 

As they hit the road, it was almost eleven o’clock, and already the heat was 
becoming uncomfortable. CJ leaned forward and switched on the air-con. He could 
not understand how anyone could drive a car without one. Cruising down the M4 
motorway to London at seventy miles per hour gave them the opportunity to admire 
that part of the English isle. After two hours of driving, they received a tip off that 
Pretti had been spotted at Wormhole hotel. They immediately got off the motorway 
and made their way there. As they entered the restaurant area they could feel the eyes 
of those inside scanning them up and down, as if they were strangers who should not 
be there. A waitress in a blue short sleeve dress with a white pinnie around her waist 
was cleaning the tables. Clearly visible on her right forearm was a colourful tattoo. As 
she saw CJ she gave him a welcoming smile. 

‘Hello, what can I get you?’ the waitress asked, gazing straight at them, note book 
and pencil in her hands ready to take their orders. 

‘Two of your best cold beers please. And a couple of egg sandwiches, if you have 
any, would be nice,’ said CJ as he and Karina plopped themselves down at one of the 
empty tables. 

‘I haven’t seen you guys here before?’ the waitress commented. 

‘That’s because we’ve never been here before,’ Karina replied with a smirk. 

Looking at CJ, ‘But I have seen you before...’ the waitress said. After thinking 
hard she managed to remember. ‘I know who you are... you’re Detective CJ Fairfield, 
aren’t you?’ 

‘I’m sorry you’ve found me out,’ CJ confirmed with a smile. 

Minutes later, the waitress returned and put down a tray containing two cold beers 
and two egg sandwiches. 

CJ picked up the cold glass. Before taking it to his lips he wiped some of the 
condensation off the side. ‘Ahh!... nothing beats a cold beer on a hot day like this.’ 

‘What brings you to our part of the woods detective?’ the waitress asked, probing 
for information. 

“We would like to talk to Sonia. We understand she works here.’ 

‘Ah, that’s the manager. She is in the backroom on her tea break.’ 

‘Is it possible to tell her we would like to have a word or two with her?’ 

‘I'll go and see.’ 

The waitress left and minutes later Sonia appeared. Before even taking a seat she 
said, ‘I hear you are looking for me?’ 

“We’re from the police,’ Karina said. 

‘I know. You took your time to come. You’ve just missed them.’ 

Karina pulled out Pretti’s photo from her pocket and showed it to Sonia. ‘Is this 
the woman you said was here?’ 

Sonia was quick to confirm. ‘Yes that is definitely the woman who was here and 
as it so happens she sat on this very table drinking a cup of tea.’ 

“Was she alone?’ 

‘No. There was a guy with her. He looked scruffy if you ask me.’ 

“Would it be this man?’ Karina showed Sonia a photo of Llew. 

Sonia shook her head. ‘I don’t know... the man I saw looked different.’ 

‘How different?’ CJ probed. 

‘Well, he had an uncared for beard and moustache, like he had forgotten to shave. 
His hair was longer too. He was so unkempt, which made me wonder what a beautiful 
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girl like Pretti was doing with him!’ 

CJ took a mouthful of his beer. 

‘Anything else you can tell us?’ Karina asked. 

‘Well, whilst they were paying their bill, the girl asked me where the washroom 
was. The man was quick to tell her they needed to go but she insisted that she needed 
to use the bathroom urgently.’ 

‘Did she?’ Karina asked. 

‘Did she what?’ 

‘Use the bathroom.’ 

‘Oh, yes. As I was taking her to it, I saw the man was following. I pointed him to 
the Gents, which was in the opposite direction. Instead of going there he returned to 
his table.’ 

‘How did they settle the bill?’ 

‘They settled it with her credit card.’ 

For a moment Sonia seemed to have gone into a pensive mode prompting CJ to 
encourage her to continue. 

“When the woman came out she yelled profanity at me.’ 

“What about?’ 

“Why don’t you hire someone to clean your toilet? And she then walked back to 
the table. It was then that I recalled seeing her face on TV... I was really taken aback 
by her behaviour. I know that I run a clean place here and I have a very good cleaner. 
I was so cross I had to go and see what she meant before I confronted her. When I saw 
the toilet was spotless I was livid until I saw the words HELP ME written on the tile 
with a lipstick.’ 

Sonia took a deep breath and then added, ‘as I returned to the counter I saw them 
leaving. I went to the door. The way the man had his right hand in his jacket pocket 
walking behind her, I could have sworn he had a gun.’ 

‘Do you know where they went?’ 

‘Not really. They took off in a van.’ 

“What kind of van?’ 

‘A white transit, I believe, but I won’t swear to it.’ 

‘Did you manage to get the registration?’ 

‘Sure I did.’ 

CJ immediately checked his note book and found that the number tallied with the 
fake number he had recorded down previously. 

The duo got up. “Thank you for your help.’ 

‘Detective,’ Sonia said hesitantly, ‘isn’t there a reward?’ 

“You’re correct, and I will certainly put your name forward and see if you qualify. 
Thank you again for talking to us.’ 

Whilst it was reassuring for the duo to feel that Pretti was still alive, their theory 
that Llew was the kidnapper was becoming untenable. 

‘If the man with Pretti was not Llew, who was he?’ Karina questioned. 

‘Of course, he could be wearing a disguise!’ CJ commented. His gut feeling was 
telling him that in one way or another Llew was involved. 

On their way back to the station, CJ thought that it maybe a smart move for them 
to widen their search, but with limited resources at his disposal, he was reluctant to do 
so, even though his thoughts kept wondering on the possibility that there was 
someone else who may have had an interest or even a grudge on Pretti. He was facing 
pressures from several fronts, especially his boss, to break this case and to do it 
quickly. However, this case was proving more difficult to solve than it first appeared! 
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It was what CJ would describe as a pig of a case. # 
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CHAPTER 17 


Four days earlier, Monday 8 August. 


On that Monday night, when the door bell rang, Pretti glanced at the clock and 
noticed it was 9.00 p.m. She wondered who might be calling at this time of the night. 
Hesitantly, she got up to see who it was. Had she been more prudent and used the 
peep-hole before opening her door she would have seen the caller and would have 
been able to keep her door locked. As it was, she was not cautious enough, and 
despite her effort to close the door, the unexpected caller, Llew, managed to push his 
way inside and when she’d tried to push him back out, he’d slapped her hard on the 
face causing her to fall backwards onto the sofa. No sooner had Pretti seen blood 
dripping out of her nose she became angry. 

‘Look what you have done you bastard!’ she yelled and tried to get on her feet but 
she was promptly prevented from doing so by Llew. She could see only fear in his 
eyes. He looked threatening and terrifying. He looked determined to carry out his 
intention, whatever that was, and she felt powerless to stop him or defend herself. 

For all the years Pretti had known Llew that was the first time he had laid hands 
on her, which shocked her and made her more frightened. She concluded he was 
acting out of character. Was he under the influence of drugs? she wondered. 

‘Stay sitting down before I give you some more,’ Llew warned, with his right 
hand lifted in the air ready to punch her again. 

He threw her his handkerchief and told her to wipe her nose. She quickly picked 
up the handkerchief. With one hand she pinched her nose; with the other hand she 
wiped the dripping blood. 

“What do you want with me, Llew?’ 

With terrorizing eyes Llew asked, ‘Why did you run away from me? Didn’t you 
think I would find you?’ 

‘T didn’t run away. I told you I was leaving,’ Pretti tried to clarify timidly. 

‘T’ve told you that I will never let you go. If I can’t have you then no one will,’ 
said Llew emphatically. 

‘But I don’t love you anymore, why would you want to be with someone who 
despises you?’ 

‘Oh, you despise me now, do you? But you loved me once and you can love me 
again. I will make you love me.’ 

‘Llew it lasted whilst it lasted,’ Pretti said. “‘We’re not the same people anymore. 
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You have changed and I have changed.’ Although Pretti felt it was futile to try to 
reason with him, she nevertheless was going to try anything that had a remote 
chance of working. 

With his finger pointed at Pretti he said, ‘I know you’ve found yourself a 
Billionaire. Of course, now I am garbage to you.’ 

‘Llew, people do fall out of love, it happens all the time. You will find someone 
else.’ 

‘I don’t want anyone else,’ said Llew, his eyes roved around. 

‘This is a very posh apartment you’ve got here,’ Llew said. ‘Is he paying for it?’ 

‘No, I am,’ Pretti responded quickly and could not understand why he would think 
sO. 

“Well, although he is a billionaire he’s not very generous with his money, like I 
was, 1s he?’ Llew mocked. ‘I’m surprised you haven’t moved in with him.’ 

Pretti remained silent. 

Suddenly his voice became calmer. ‘Look baby I’m starving. How about you 
prepare something?’ 

Seeing the mood Llew was in, Pretti did not dare refuse his request. As she was 
fixing a meal, she wished she had some arsenic or rat poison to put in it. A short while 
later they sat down and shared some spaghetti bolognaise. 

‘Have you got any wine?’ 

‘No,’ Pretti replied. 

‘Not to worry,’ and he pulled out a flask containing brandy from the inside pocket 
of his jacket and took a mouthful, then another and then another. 

When his plate was empty he asked for desert. 

‘I’ve got some ice-cream in the fridge.’ 

‘I’ve got a better idea,’ Llew said. 

He looked towards the bedroom, took her in and had his way with her. After they 
had finished Llew felt exhausted and looked sleepy. He had not had a proper sleep for 
days and he needed to close his eyes for a while but he also wanted to be on his way 
as it was already well past midnight. He ordered Pretti to pack. 

“Where are we going?’ 

“You will find out.’ 

‘Are you kidnapping me, Llew?’ 

‘Shut up and get packing,’ Llew raised his voice. 

‘I need to go to the bathroom to brush my teeth and freshen up,’ Pretti begged. 

‘Okay, make it quick and don’t try anything ambitious as I will not hesitate to use 
this gun on you.’ He sounded serious. 

Whilst Pretti was in the bathroom, Llew gathered Pretti’s clothes and chucked 
them untidily into a suitcase. Moments later he led Pretti to the basement of the 
complex where he had a white transit van parked, opened the back door of the van, 
threw her suitcase inside and forced her to get in. A few bays away he saw a man 
sitting in his car witnessing the scene. Llew fired two shots in the air which was 
enough to prevent the man from intervening. He then quickly got in the driving seat 
and drove off speedily. 

Four hours later, the van was parked near a bunker located deep underground in a 
remote area near Plymouth. The bunker was originally used by soldiers during World 
War II. After the war it fell out of use and was abandoned. Very few people knew of 
its existence and the few that knew did not dare to go near it because of rumours that 
it was haunted. The bunker had exceptional architecture. It had a concrete and 
masonry foxhole with a steel lid providing access to the bunker. To get down there 
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was a Series of steps made of chiselled rocks. Suspended in the middle of the ceiling 
was a periscope, allowing a complete view of the outside world. 

Llew ordered Pretti to get inside. It was one huge room with air vents cleverly 
constructed to allow natural light to penetrate through. 

‘What is this place?’ Pretti asked as she stood inside roving her eyes around. 

‘A ditch used by soldiers,’ he replied stating the obvious. ‘We’ll stay here for now 
until I figure out our next move.’ 

Pretti looked at him with fierce eyes and retorted angrily, ‘You really have a sense 
of humour. You won’t get away with this. I am sure when Richard finds that I am 
missing he will inform the police and they will come after you.’ 

‘Let them. They’ll have to find us first,’ Llew retorted with a smirk on his face. 
‘Now sit down and make yourself at home.’ 

‘Make myself at home?’ Pretti echoed, refusing to sit. 

Llew held Pretti’s arm and repeated his order, ‘Sit and admire your new home.’ 

An angry Pretti pulled her arm away from Llew, and reluctantly sat on a wooden 
bench which doubled-up as a bed. As she did so she could hear the creak made by the 
tired wood. “Llew,’ Pretti complained, ‘this thing is not safe.’ 

‘Don’t worry, if you fall the floor will catch you,’ he said with a grin. 

Once she was seated she feasted her eyes at the stone walls and the kitchenette, 
which was nothing but a stove in one corner of the room. Hanging on the wall was an 
old army lantern. 

‘Please take me back to my apartment and you can stay there with me,’ she 
pleaded. 

Llew rejected her plea. ‘I need to get you away from him, you’re mine.’ 

‘Okay, okay,’ she shouted lifting her hands in the air spouting, ‘I am yours, but 
not like this.’ 

“How then?’ Llew questioned. 

‘If you take me back I promise I will stop seeing Richard... I will even give up 
my job and go back with you to Swansea, if you want.’ 

‘Stop lying to me,’ Llew screamed. ‘As soon as you get a chance you’ll run away 
again.’ 

‘I’m not. Even if I do, which I won’t, you’ll be able to find me again,’ Pretti 
reasoned with him. 

‘Err... let me think about that. Right now I feel a migraine coming on.’ Llew 
began to rub his neck as he knelt on his knees and started to bang his head against the 
concrete flooring, howling like a wounded animal. 

Pretti had never seen him behaving that way before and she was stunned. She 
went to massage his neck, but he suddenly pushed her away and got on his feet. 

‘Water, water!’ Llew shouted. 

‘Where is the water?’ Pretti looked around. 

‘I’ve got a few bottles in the van.’ 

‘Give me the key, I’ll go and fetch it.’ 

‘No!’ Llew snapped. ‘You stay here.’ He rushed to his van which he had earlier 
carefully camouflaged with sticks and leaves and picked up a bottle of water. He 
opened it immediately, took a mouth full and then took some more to swallow a tablet 
his doctor had given him to help with the migraine. 

Whilst he was getting out of the bunker, Pretti tried to follow him out but she was 
stopped in her tracks as Llew closed the lid. 

‘Damn you Llew!’ an angry Pretti shouted. Unable to do anything else she let out 
an irritating sigh. 
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Moments later Llew came back inside and he looked like a changed man. He was 
more determined than ever to carry on with his insane plan. 

‘Llew, you are sick.’ 

Taking his mobile out of his pocket he made a call to his best friend Graham Jones 
who was the only one who knew what he was up to. After talking for almost fifteen 
minutes he hung up and went to sit on the wooden bench-bed next to Pretti. 

“We’d better get some sleep; I feel very tired,’ he said as he lay down next to her 
and closed his eyes. 

‘IT can’t sleep in this dump,’ Pretti grumbled. ‘What is your plan Llew?’ 

‘Plan?’ Llew echoed. 

“Yes, plan, you do have one don’t you?’ 

‘Of course. Tomorrow I shall meet with my friend Graham, and take delivery of a 
few things for us to eat and drink.’ 

‘At least you have no intention of starving me to death.’ 

‘Have I ever tried to do that to you?’ 

‘There’s always a first time.’ 

‘That’s an excellent idea. It might just get to that if you give me any agro.’ After a 
pause he added, ‘My friend is also arranging for someone to smuggle us out of the 
country.’ 

‘And then what? We live happily ever after in a hideaway somewhere? Is that it?’ 

“Yes, why not?’ 

‘Great,’ she said aloud, rolling her eyes... What are we going to use for money?’ 

‘I have some money in the bank and I’m sure you have some too. You’ve always 
been good with saving money.’ 

‘And when the money runs out, we starve, I suppose?’ 

‘T’ll have got a job by then.’ 

“What about me?’ 

“You won’t need to work. I’ll look after you like I did before on my wage.’ 

‘How are you going to prevent me from running away?’ 

‘I thought you said you wouldn’t run away? Anyway, I’ll find a way. Maybe I'll 
keep you under lock and key.’ 

‘T’ll scream, and you know I can yell quite loud.’ 

‘That won’t make any difference in here. No one will hear you and Ill make sure 
wherever we end up you won’t be able to do it there either. Now, shut up and go to 
sleep,’ he said and closed his eyes whilst Pretti kept hers open and stared ahead in 
deep thought. If she was going to get away from him, it had to be the right move. 
Now that she had experienced first hand how violent Llew can be, she did not dare do 
anything that could provoke him. # 
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CHAPTER 18 


Locked inside the bunker, Pretti had until the morning to figure out how she was 
going to free herself, if at all. If there was anything she could try she would, as she 
was never a quitter. She finally decided to rest her eyes and prayed that when Richard 
found she was missing he would take the necessary action to find and rescue her. 

A few minutes later she opened her eyes, turned to look at Llew and she found he 
was fast asleep. She leaned forward and tried to pull the key out of his pocket but she 
couldn’t quite reach it. She made a second attempt and as she did so, it disturbed 
Llew. Fortunately, he re-adjusted his position without opening his eyes, made a few 
grimaces and went back to sleep. 

Leaving the bed, she approached the periscope and scanned the area. All she could 
see were trees on a vast stretch of land. She quickly realised the bunker stood in the 
middle of nowhere. A long narrow road provided access to it. Llew was telling the 
truth, she thought. There was no chance of anyone ever hearing me should I scream. 

Since Llew had the only key, she was his prisoner for as long as he wanted her to 
be and from listening to him that was going to be for a long time, unless someone 
rescued her. 

When dawn appeared, Llew opened his eyes and found Pretti asleep, at least that 
what he thought. He coughed a couple of times and Pretti, who was pretending to be 
fast asleep, opened her eyes. 

‘Good morning’ he said and asked, “did you sleep well?’ He appeared to be in a 
relaxed mood. 

‘No, but what do you care?’ 

‘I guess you have good reasons to still be angry with me,’ he replied in a calm 
voice. ‘Err...why didn’t you try to take the key from my pocket and make a run for 
it?’ 

“Well, I could have... but as you said, if I run away, you will find me, so what’s 
the point?’ 

‘Now you are beginning to talk my language,’ Llew said triumphantly. 

‘I could do with a cup of tea,’ Pretti said. 

‘So could I,’ Llew answered. ‘I’d better go and meet Graham to pick up the 
shopping.’ 

‘Why isn’t he coming to deliver it here?’ 

“He would if he knew where we are. We preferred it that way. Thus if the police 
should arrest him he will not be able to divulge our location,’ Llew explained. 

“You seem to have thought of everything,’ Pretti murmured. ‘He’s your best 
friend, so surely he won’t grass on you?’ 
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‘I don’t expect him to, but that is another precaution I have taken.’ 

The shrill of Llew’s phone interrupted their conversation. He went to answer it. 
“Yes, yes... okay I’m on my way.’ He put the phone back in his pocket. ‘I’m off. Now 
behave yourself.’ 

‘Llew if we are going to spend the rest of our lives together, you must learn to 
trust me. After all if I was going to run I would have tried it last night while you were 
fast asleep.’ 

Llew reflected for a moment, and then made sure the entrance door to the bunker 
was locked from the outside and camouflaged it with leaves. He drove to a secret 
location to rendezvous with Graham. 
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Llew and Graham had been friends since primary school. They had always looked 
after each other’s interests. Their friendship started when Graham got into a fight with 
local hooligans and Llew went to defend him. Ever since then they had been good 
mates and had stayed loyal to each other. 

As soon as they saw each other they hugged. 

‘How are you my friend?’ Graham asked. 

‘Much better, now that I have seen you. Did you get everything I asked you to 
bring?’ 

‘Almost! They’ve run out of double-cream, so I got you single cream instead.’ 

‘That’s okay; err... anything in the papers?’ 

“You are the most wanted man since Ronnie Biggs, but the police are still in the 
dark as to your whereabouts. They have been asking the public to help. As far as I 
know no one has come forward.’ 

‘Let’s hope it stays that way.’ 

‘The one we should be more worried about is Richard Brent. He went on TV, and 
guess what?’ 

‘What?’ 

‘He...’ Graham was about to tell Llew of the reward that has been offered for his 
capture, but changed his mind and instead said, ‘he is very persistent and determined 
to find Pretti.’ 

‘IT see... do you think I should do what Biggs did?’ 

“What rob a train?’ 

‘Noooo... maybe I should leave the country. Can you arrange it?’ 

‘Leave it with me pal... err... you’d better go to your hide out now, before 
someone Sees US.’ 

“Youre right.’ 

‘See you.’ 

They part, walking off in opposite directions. 
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Whilst Llew was away Pretti had plenty of time to think. She concluded that even 
if she managed to escape, she would have to run from Llew for the rest of her life. 
What she ideally wanted was for him to leave her alone for good and this did not look 
likely. Hence the best way for this to happen was to see him locked away. She was 
aware that kidnapping was a criminal felony and under British law the maximum 


penalty was a life sentence. As long as she co-operated with him, she felt sure her life 
was not in danger. If she was going to attempt anything daring she needed to wait for 
the right opportunity. So she decided to play along with him and do everything she 
could to win his trust. 

When Llew returned to the bunker, he found Pretti in a more receptive mood. That 
was the last thing he’d expected to see so soon. He stared at her with his jaw dropped. 

“You look calm!’ 

‘I think I have been unfair to you.’ 

“You have?’ 

“Yes. As you said we have been together for a long time and we’ve shared some 
happy moments. There’s no reason why we can’t try again.’ 

Looking straight at Pretti, Llew admitted, ‘I know I have not been as good as I 
could have been to you in the past, but if you stay with me I promise to show you that 
I can do better.’ 

‘I'll hold you to that,’ Pretti replied. ‘Now what have you got for us to eat?’ 

Llew put down the box he was holding in his hands. “Come and see for yourself.’ 

They shared a bucket of Kentucky fried chicken and French fries. ‘You know 
Llew we can’t stay here.’ 

“Why not?’ 

‘If we are going to spend the rest of our lives together, I want kids.’ 

‘I see what you mean... not to worry, we won’t be here for long.’ 

‘Oh, where are we going?’ 

‘My friend Graham is looking into smuggling us out of the country.’ 

“Can he do that?’ 

‘If anyone can, he can.’ 

‘I suppose, if he succeeds, we will become more popular that Ronnie Biggs?’ 

“Well, escaping to Brazil was a clever move on Biggs’s part. The authority could 
not get him extradited. Instead they had to suck it and bear it.’ 

‘Isn’t the reason Biggs could not be extradited was because he got his Brazilian 
girlfriend pregnant and the law at the time didn’t allow a parent of a Brazilian child to 
be extradited?’ 

‘Oh, you are so irritatingly well informed.’ 

‘Which Brazilian woman do you intend to get pregnant?’ 

“You of course?’ 

‘But Iam Welsh, and so are you, in case you have forgotten.’ 

‘Okay, forget Brazil. We still have 33 countries to choose from. China, Egypt, 
Madagascar being just three of them where Britain has no extradition treaty in place.’ 

The idea that Llew was even contemplating leaving the country worried Pretti. /f 
only she could get a message to the police, or Richard or even her mother! 

‘Err... your mother; I am sure she is worried about you.’ 

‘How nice for you to be so concerned!’ 

‘T think you should write her a short letter.’ 

‘Oh, can I?’ 

‘As long as I can read and edit it as necessary.’ 

‘Oh!’ Pretti gasped. After a moment she said, ‘It’s a deal.’ 

At last an opportunity for her to get a message to her mother. She put pen to paper 
immediately. Half an hour later she showed Llew what she had written. After 
scrutinizing the letter and after making a few minor alterations to the content he 
agreed to post it the very next day. 

That night, Pretti slept knowing that at least her mother would know that she is 
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alive and safe and prayed she would be able to decipher the clue she had cleverly 
inserted in the letter. 
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CHAPTER 19 


Friday, 12 August, Torquay 


Sitting at the bar counter, Graham was enjoying a cool glass of beer, when a news 
flash came on. Richard Brent was on television again appealing to members of the 
public. ‘I am raising the reward... I am raising it to £1 million pounds... I want Pretti 
back.’ 

‘£1 million pounds,’ the bartender repeated as he looked in the direction of 
Graham. ‘I could do a lot with that! I could take my family to Florida and enjoy that 
much needed holiday, buy myself that new Jaguar S, move to a new and bigger 
house... What about you, Graham?’ 

‘T haven’t got £1 million, so why bother to dream?’ 

The Bartender leaned forward on the counter, “But let’s just say you had it now in 
your hands... cash?’ 

Graham, besides enjoying a glass of beer or two, liked to bet on horses and play 
poker. As a matter of fact his wife walked out on him because of his gambling habits. 
He was everything but someone who’ll grass on others, especially his best friend. He 
would rather be poor than pick up a hefty reward, and live with the knowledge that he 
had betrayed his friend for money. 

‘Tl give it all to you... you certainly have big plans.’ 

‘Okay, tell me where Llew is hiding, so that I can collect the reward.’ 

‘I would tell you if I knew,’ Graham said with a grimace. 

‘Oh, well, I'll just have to continue dreaming then.’ 
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After emptying his glass, Graham left the pub and started to make his way home, 
when suddenly two rough-looking guys confronted him. 

‘Hey, Graham, we’ve been looking for you.’ 

He had been avoiding them for weeks, because he owed them money and now 
they had come to collect. Each time they had approached him, he had promised to pay 
them back, and now they were not prepared to wait any longer. He either had to pay 
what he owed or risk being beaten up or even killed. He knew these two guys were 
capable of exacting revenge on him. 

‘Oh, hello,’ he said slurring his words, ‘I haven’t got it, I need more time.’ 
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“You’ve used up all of your time and now we are going to break your arms, then 
your legs, and then after rearranging your face, we’re going to cut off your balls.’ 

‘Oh...’ 

Before Graham could say another word, one of the guys punched him so hard on 
his face he broke his nose instantly. As he wiped away the blood, he received another 
punch. This time a tooth flew out. He was in agony. All he could say was “please stop, 
I'll get your bleeding money.’ 

‘Oh this is only a taster. Get the money fast,’ he was warned. They pushed him; he 
fell to the ground and they walked away. 
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In the past when Graham was in debt, his friend Llew had help him out, but 
knowing the situation his friend was in, he couldn’t bring himself to ask him for 
money. He had to find another way, another source. 

Llew and Graham had arranged to meet again. Although Graham was not keen to 
keep the appointment, he didn’t want to let down his friend, so he attended the 
rendezvous. 

The moment Llew saw his friend he was taken aback. ‘What happened to your 
nose and tooth?’ he asked, 

‘Oh... I walked into a door,’ he lied. 

When Llew saw the bruises on his friend face, he knew his friend was lying to 
him but he was not going to press him any further. 

After a pause, Graham said, ‘I’ve brought you what you asked for,’ and handed a 
box to Llew. 

‘Thank you,’ Llew said softly. ‘Err... Any news for me?’ 

After some hesitation Graham said, ‘I think you need to get out of the country, I 
heard that Detective Fairfield is getting close to locating you.’ 

‘Oh! You haven’t tipped him off, have you?’ Llew said half-joking. 

‘Would I do that to you?’ Graham swallowed. ‘I don’t even know where you are?’ 

“Yes, yes, I know that. Sorry, I didn’t mean to think badly of you.’ 

Graham nodded. ‘Look I have found someone who can help get you out of the 
country, but he wants to be paid in advance.’ 

‘How much?’ 

‘He wants £3000 upfront and a further £3000 on the day of your departure.’ 

‘That’s a lot of money.’ 

‘That’s what he wants, I am afraid.’ 

‘How quickly does he want the money?’ 

“Well if you give him the money today, he can arrange to get you out of the 
country by tomorrow night.’ 

‘Take me to the bank,’ Llew said. 

Llew got into Graham’s car. Moving through a narrow lane they arrived at a 
newsagent. Graham went in to get a packet of cigarettes. When he saw a photograph 
of Llew and that of Pretti on the front page of the local paper, he picked one up, 
returned to the car and threw it on Llew’s lap. Llew was not too worried about his 
photo being in the paper. As he had not shaved or cut his hair for weeks, he thought 
he had the perfect disguise. He bore no resemblance to the picture in the paper. 
Wearing his cap and sun glasses he was even more unrecognisable. That boosted his 
confidence. 

Half an hour later they arrived at the bank; Llew took £3000 out of his savings and 
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handed it to Graham. 
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Later that day Graham was in front of his house. As he was getting out of his car, 
he was once again confronted by the two guys who broke his nose and tooth. 

‘Hello, there,’ they greeted Graham. They looked very pleased as they saw him 
clutching at a paper bag. “You got something for us, yes?’ 

Graham held the bag tightly to his chest and started to stammer. One of the guys 
grabbed the bag from his hand and immediately looked inside. When he saw the 
money he smiled. ‘Good man,’ he said. When he discovered not all the money was 
there, the expression on his face changed. ‘Where’s the rest?’ he questioned. 

Graham couldn’t get a word out. The guy suddenly smiled and said, “never mind, 
we won’t cut your balls off on this occasion. We will come back for the other half that 
is missing” and they left. 

As Graham stood there in a state of desperation, his thoughts drifted back to the 
day the bartender asked him what he would do if he had £1 million. He was under no 
illusions that those two guys wouldn’t come back and he dreaded them carrying out 
their threats. He has now lost the money Llew gave him, how was he going to explain 
that to him? When he failed to arrange Llew’s get away what cock and bull story was 
he going to tell him? Never had his honesty and loyalty been tested so much. Instead 
of making my friend disappear, perhaps I should try making myself vanish, he 
thought. 
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When Llew had returned to the bunker his mind was preoccupied. Knowing that 
Detective Inspector Fairfield was closing in on him had put him on edge. He 
considered the option of letting Pretti go. On his own he had a better chance of 
avoiding capture, he thought. But since Pretti had told him that she was willing to 
stay with him, which was what he wanted, to now run away without her did not make 
sense. If captured, unless Pretti pressed charges for kidnapping, he would not be 
charged, but he was not that confident that she would stand by his side. 

Paying £6000 was not a huge sum of money to avoid a possible life sentence in 
prison, and even less so, if that got him the girl he so desperately wanted. He wasted 
no time in telling Pretti his plan. 

The next morning Llew met with Graham and gave him another £3000. ‘Is 
everything set for tonight?’ 

Graham couldn’t bring himself to tell his friend what had happened to the first 
£3000. 

“Yes, everything is set,’ he lied. 

“At what time do I leave?’ 

‘He will come and pick you here at 9.00 p.m. sharp.’ 

‘He does know Pretti will be going with me?’ 

“Oh, yes.’ 

‘How is he taking us out?’ 

‘He’s got a boat. He will accompany you to Calais. His contact there will take you 
to Madagascar.’ 

‘Thanks, you’re a real pal.’ Llew looked very pleased. He hugged his friend and 
whispered in his ear, ‘I’1l make it up to you, you'll see.’ 
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‘You better go and get ready now.’ 
They parted company. Having complete confidence in his friend, he was happy 
that soon he was going to be out of the country far away from the long arm of the law. 
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When Graham returned home that Friday, he felt as sick as a parrot for not being 
truthful to his friend; more so when after their meeting, unknown to Llew, Graham 
had followed his friend to discover his hiding place. The idea of betraying his best 
friend tormented him. He felt so unworthy of being called a friend. The previous night 
he had struggled to fall asleep. As he’d tossed and turned, he’d attempted to figure out 
a way of getting his hands on the reward money whilst at the same time helping his 
friend escaping capture. 2 
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CHAPTER 20 


Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield and Karina, were feeling down. All their efforts to 
capture Llew had been unsuccessful. A slight consolation was that they had enough 
evidence to suggest that Pretti was alive. Richard Brent continued to appeal to the 
public, hoping that someone would provide the information they needed to locate 
Llew and Pretti. If Pretti knew the efforts Richard was making to rescue her, she 
would never have reason to doubt his affection for her. 

One week had gone by since Pretti had disappeared from her apartment. CJ 
Fairfield and Karina had followed all the leads that had come their way and examined 
all the evidence they had at their disposal. There were three things that pointed 
towards Llew being the primary suspect: (1) Discovering his finger prints in Pretti’s 
apartment; (2) Llew’s whereabouts were unknown; (3) No ransom was demanded. 
These were strong clues. CJ was no amateur in dealing with cases of kidnapping. 
Handled badly, the result could be catastrophic. But this case was unusually different 
because the kidnapper was not after money which helped to steady his nerves. He sat 
at his desk, with his feet on top of it, looking out of the window and could not believe 
what a beautiful sunny day it was. He lit his first cigar given to him by Richard Brent 
and watched the traffic. He was lost in his thoughts when the telephone rang. It was 
the receptionist announcing that someone on the line wanted to speak to him 
personally. 

‘Of course,’ said CJ, ‘put them through.’ 

‘I know where Llew Jenkins and Pretti Evans are hiding,’ the voice said. 

CJ immediately removed his feet from the desk and sat up. ‘I’m listening.’ 

When the voice told him the location CJ asked, ‘May I know your name?’ 

‘Is that necessary?’ 

‘Just so we can pay the reward.’ 

There was a long silence. 

‘Hello, are you there?’ CJ asked. There was no answer. ‘Hello...,’ CJ repeated. 

“Yes,” the voice said softly, like someone who had just come out a dream. 

‘Are you going to tell me your name?’ 

‘Graham, Graham Jones,’ the voice said and the line went dead. 

Thoughtfully CJ replaced the receiver on its cradle and looked at Karina who was 
sitting at her desk in the opposite corner of the room waiting to know what was going 
on. 

‘We have a fix,’ said CJ. 

‘Oh, yeah,’ Karina grunted dubiously. 

‘I have a feeling this is a good one. Get up and let’s go.’ 
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It was nine o’clock at night when Graham had made the call to CJ. One hour 
previously he had made a call to Llew warning him of a raid. He timed it so that Llew 
had just enough time to take off. If the police should fail to catch him it would be their 
fault and he would still be entitled for the reward money on the grounds that he had 
provided the correct information. 
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The van that Llew had in his possession was the 4% litre [Bentley] with a 
supercharger capable of a maximum speed of 110 mph. Llew had always fancied 
himself as a racing driver and when push came to shove he was not afraid to put his 
foot down on the gas pedal. When they got out of the bunker, they heard the police 
sirens and saw two police cars approaching and a helicopter hovering in the air. He 
told Pretti to get in the van. When she refused, he hurriedly forced her into the back of 
the van, handcuffed her to the railing, and drove off speedily in the opposite direction. 
The squad cars were on his tail and so was the helicopter. Pretti was obviously scared, 
but what she did not know was that in the next hour or so she was going to experience 
the most terrifying moments of her life. 

Llew pushed the van up to 50 mph; thirty miles over the speed limit of the 
particular road they were on could take. 

‘Not so fast!’ Pretti shouted, “you are going to kill us.’ 

‘Shut up,’ Llew replied, “you want them to catch us, don’t you?’ 

Keeping one hand on the steering wheel he used the other to answer an incoming 
call on his mobile. It was his friend Graham who’d wanted to know if he had 
managed to avoid the police. By the time he’d got the phone out of his pocket, the 
caller had cut off. He angrily tossed the phone on the passenger seat. 

As Llew swooped around a sharp bend, he found himself closing in quickly on a 
lorry that was going much slower than he was. He was not going to be delayed, but as 
he started to overtake he saw a motor cyclist coming in the opposite direction. He 
continued regardless, causing the motor cyclist to swerve and as he did so he hit 
against the side rail and catapulted over. Suddenly Llew was confronted with a T- 
junction. He needed to decide rapidly whether to go left or right. He almost left it too 
late when he took the left road and grazed the right side of his car against the railing 
busting his right hand side light. 

With only one front light, Llew slowed down but as he heard more police sirens 
he knew he had a chase on his hand and pressed down hard on the accelerator. At that 
moment he was not concerned about safety. He had only one goal in mind, and that 
was to lose the police cars. With his foot on the accelerator pedal, almost touching the 
floor, a large pot-hole suddenly appeared directly in front of him. The van thumped up 
and down, jolting him in his seat, causing Pretti to scream. She was struggling to free 
herself. In the process she managed to kick the back door of the van with her feet and 
it flung open. Llew cursed profanity. His eyes bugged out. He lost his concentration 
momentarily and before he could regain control, a loud hollow sound filled the air as 
the van hit hard on a guardrail. The impact caused the bolts holding the railing inside 
the van to loosen and Pretti was violently pushed out of the van. Llew stamped hard 
on the brake but to no avail. The van slid down a rocky slope. He screamed but was 
determined to cheat death. The vehicle continued to glide down. Suddenly there was a 
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big explosion. A big red ball of fire light up the sky surrounded by thick black smoke, 
polluting the air. 
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After having collected the reward money, Graham was able to clear his debt 
and get the two gorillas off his back. Whilst he succeeded in saving his own skin, he 
wished he had been equally successful in helping his best friend to get away. He 
cringed as he watched the newscaster delivering the news of the accident which 
mortified Graham. He had never felt so bad and guilt-ridden in his life. That night he 
couldn’t sleep and spent several more sleeplessness nights figuring out what he could 
do to avenge his friend so as to purge himself of the intolerable shame he carried and 
he was also acutely aware that his friend would never forgive him if he knew how he 
had betrayed his trust. 2 
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CHAPTER 21 


Three weeks later... 


Pretti opened her eyes and closed them again as it was so bright. She re-opened them 
again, this time slowly and blinked a couple of times. She tried to figure out where 
she was, but her thoughts were muddled. It was so quiet and she could smell 
disinfectant. She suddenly realised she was lying on her back in a hospital bed. There 
were two rails, one on each side of the bed designed to stop her falling out. She 
scanned the room and found a monitor hanging on the wall with leads attached to her 
body. An intravenous pole contained a plastic pouch full of white liquid. A tube from 
the bag was dispensing the liquid via a needle that was inside a vein in the back of her 
left hand. 

The door opened and a female nurse entered the room. When she noticed 
Pretti was awake she smiled. 

“Welcome back,” the nurse said, sweetly. 

“Where am I?’ 

“You are in Saint Mary’s hospital, London,’ the nurse said. She began to check 
the reading on the monitor and wrote down her observations on a chart. 

“What happened to me?’ 

“You were involved in a nasty accident, three weeks ago and you have been in 
a coma ever since.’ 

Accident, Pretti thought. She couldn’t remember anything. She wriggled her 
toes and they moved. She looked at her right hand and saw it was wrapped in crepe 
bandage from her wrist to her upper arm. She gently moved her fingers. 

‘Did you say I have been unconscious for three weeks?’ 

The nurse nodded. 

Slowly it all came back in a rush of images: she remembered the van she was 
in, hitting the guardrail at which time she was thrown out of the vehicle, before it 
plummeted down the precipice. Her eyes hit on the laminated flooring. The door to 
the en-suite bathroom was ajar and she could see gleaming white tiles on the wall. She 
turned her head gently to the right and saw flowers and cards on her side table. She 
deduced from that, at least someone knew she was in hospital. 

There was a knock at the door, and when the nurse opened it, Pretti saw 
Richard. Their eyes focused on each other. Immediately tears began to run down her 


cheeks. Seeing him, Pretti was grateful to be alive. If she had had the strength, she 
would have jumped out of bed and given him a big hug. He had a made-to-measure 
grey-check suit with matching tie and a white shirt on. He looked like a billion dollar 
man whom in deed he was, in fact he was a British billionaire, one of the richest man 
in the United Kingdom. 

He approached the bed, wiped the tears off her cheeks and planted a kiss on 
her forehead. After a long time apart, the feel of his touch, the sound of his voice, and 
the smell of his aftershave all hit her like a truck, penetrating through her hazy 
thoughts and made her grateful that she was lucky to be experiencing those sensations 
again. 

He pulled a chair and sat down next to her. They looked lovingly at each 
other. Their throats were dry. Hardly any words were exchanged. They were content 
just to be next to each other. 

‘Richard...’ she swallowed. ‘I am sorry.’ 

‘Sorry for what?’ 

She thought about it and couldn’t understand why she was sorry. ‘For getting 
you involved in such a mess, I guess.’ 

‘It is I who should be saying sorry to you, for complicating your life. I should 
have shot him down when I had the chance,’ Richard said referring to Llew. ‘I knew 
he wanted you back, but I never thought her would go that far.’ 

‘What time is it?’ Pretti asked softly as she glanced towards the window. The 
blinds were drawn. 

Richard checked his watch. ‘3.00 p.m.’ He cleared his throat then added, ‘I 
came this morning just as I have been doing every morning for the past three weeks, 
but you were asleep.’ 

He touched the huge plaster around her forehead. 

“Aah! It’s a bit sore,’ said Pretti. ‘Did you go to Las Vegas?’ 

‘No,’ Richard answered. He didn’t tell her that his trip to Las Vegas was 
bogus. It was only a trick to get Pretti to come with him to the jewellers to buy her an 
engagement ring, and then dinner at the Ritz. 

Pretti frowned. What am I missing? She wondered. She moved to change her 
position and instantly regretted doing so as she experienced a pain underneath the 
bandage in her arm. 

The door to the room opened again. This time it was Doctor Ahmed Ackbar. 

‘Hello, Miss Evans,’ Admed said, standing by her bedside. ‘I am Doctor 
Ahmed Ackbar, the surgeon who looked you over when you were brought in. Are you 
comfortable here in Lindo Wing?’ 

‘Lindo Wing? I thought I was in Saint Mary’s hospital.’ 

“You are. Lindo Wing is a private section. You are extremely lucky because 
not everyone gets a private ensuite room, Miss Evans. It was Mr Brent who arranged 
it. He insisted in having only the best for you.’ 

He picked up the clipboard from the bottom of the bed and flicked through the 
charts. “You are an extremely lucky woman, Miss Evans. The speed at which you 
were thrown out of the van—it is a miracle you did not suffer more injuries than what 
you had. Your loss of consciousness worried us for some weeks but you came round, 
which is good. The CT scan was clean. How do you feel?’ 

‘Tired and sleepy, doctor,’ Pretti said. 

‘Any nausea?’ 

‘No.’ 

Dr Ackbar nodded. ‘Good, good.’ He held his forefinger in front of her face. 
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‘Follow my finger, please.’ He moved his finger right, then left, then right again. 
‘Any blurred vision?’ 

‘No, doctor.’ 

‘Everything is very reassuring. No presence of post-concussion symptoms. 
However, to be on the safe side, I want you to stay here for a few more days, just for 
observation. There is a detective who wants to talk to you. Right now he is outside; I 
will leave you and send him in.’ 

“Thank you doctor.’ Pretti sounded very grateful. The doctor left the room. 


38 28 2k 


With Pretti found, and the person responsible for holding her captive deemed 
dead, her file was closed. CJ and Karina were relieved to have finally brought the case 
to an end. Richard happily paid out the reward money, which for him was a drop in 
the ocean. Having Pretti back and watching her make such a miraculous recovery was 
the most important thing to him. # 
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CHAPTER 22 


Three days later, after Pretti was discharged, Richard insisted that she came to 
convalesce in his luxury apartment in Trafalgar square. Although she was slowly 
recovering well physically, emotionally she was quite raw inside. She had to fight on 
several fronts: she needed to overcome the trauma that her ex-boyfriend put her 
through; bear the humiliation of having to reveal to Richard that Llew had raped her, 
which as yet she was struggling to find the right moment to tell him; then there was 
the question of her miscarriage and subsequent loss of her uterus during the accident 
which resulted in an emergency hysterectomy. All these were weighing heavily on her 
mind, especially the last two. Whilst Richard was doing his best to be supportive, he 
chose that moment to propose marriage. 

Pretti looked at him, stunned. For a brief moment she could not believe she heard 
right prompting her to seek confirmation. 

‘Did you say marriage?’ she asked. 

“Yes, I would like you to marry me, is that a problem?’ 

They had certainly been out together many times and they had even slept together, 
but she didn’t think she should accept. 

‘I... ’m lost for words?’ 

He smiled peacefully at her, and immediately took her hand in his. Gently he 
raised her hand to his lips and kissed the back of it. 

‘Just say yes, Pretti.” His eyes met hers and they stared tenderly at each other. 

To be Richard’s wife had always been what she wanted, but that was before Llew 
had come back into her life and complicated the situation. 

‘I want you to be my wife. I want to take care of you and I promise I will do 
everything in my power to make you happy... I want you to be the bearer of my 
children, and if we’re lucky to have a boy, I would be the happiest man in the world.’ 

Listening to him helped her to make up her mind. He wanted children from her. 
She knew she had no option but to disappear to a place where he would never find 
her, if such a place did exist. 

‘God knows how much I want to be your wife.’ 

‘Is that a yes?’ 

She shook her head and blushed, but did not think it was the right time to tell him 
the truth. Perhaps there would never be a right time. Maybe it was one secret she 
should keep to herself. 

‘I do really love you, Pretti,’ Richard said gently, and they both knew he did. ‘Do 
you have an answer for me?’ 
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She hesitated for a moment. ‘Can I...’ she looked at him worriedly... ‘I need...’ 
she lowered her eyes, and tears collected on her lashes. 

‘Maybe you want time to think about it?’ Richard said. 

Pretti nodded. ‘Can I tell you tomorrow?’ 

‘Take your time... not too long though as I’m not getting any younger, and 
remember I won’t take no for an answer.’ He left the apartment for a meeting. 

Richard was certainly getting older and his hair was getting whiter. Nevertheless 
he did not look a day over forty. His white hair made him looked important and wiser. 

With Richard gone, Pretti used the opportunity to pack her bag and take off. 

When he came back to his apartment, he found Pretti was not there. Her clothes 
were gone. On the kitchen top he found a note: 


Darling Richard 

I cannot accept your proposal for marriage. You have made it 
very clear that children are important to you which I can never give you. 
Because I love you so much, I am releasing you. Youare now free to find 
someone who can make you realise your dream. Please do not try to find 
me. Bye. Pretti xxx 


After reading the note, Richard was baffled. He immediately called Pretti’s mobile 
but he was promptly greeted with a message saying this number is out of action. He 
dialled another number. 

‘Hello, Jessica Evans speaking.’ 

‘Jessica, this is Richard.’ 

“Yes.” 

‘Is Pretti there?’ 

‘Hmm, yes, she is in her room.’ 

‘Can I speak to her please?’ 

‘She doesn’t want to talk to you.’ 

‘Okay, please tell her to call me, she knows my number.’ 

‘Will do, Richard.’ 

The line went dead. 
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Now that Richard knew where Pretti was, he made another phone call. 

‘Dr MacAfee speaking.’ 

‘Hello doctor, this is Richard, Richard Brent.’ 

“How can I help?’ 

‘It’s about Pretti Evans...’ 

‘How is the young lady doing?’ 

“Well, she was recovering slowly but...’ 

‘But what? Listen to me Mr Brent, if you are concerned about her slow recovery 
on the emotional side, I urge you to be patient. The effect of a losing a baby and with 
no prospect of ever having one is very traumatic on any woman, especially one as 
young as her.’ 

‘This is news to me, doctor.’ 

‘Err... you mean you did not know?’ 

‘T didn’t.’ 

‘She told me she was going to tell you herself, and I thought she did. This is really 
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embarrassing.’ 

‘I’m glad you told me doctor.’ 

“You may be glad, but I’m not. I have just broken patient confidentiality.’ 

‘I’m sure when she learns of the circumstances, she will understand.’ 

‘I would really feel better when I have apologised to her. Could you please put her 
on the line?’ 

‘I would if she was here.’ 

‘I thought she was staying with you.’ 

‘She was. Now she is gone.’ 

‘Gone! Gone where?’ 

“To live with her mother in Swansea.’ 

‘Is she coming back?’ 

‘!’m working on it. Thank you Dr MacAfee. I’ Il talk to you another time.’ 

‘Bye.’ 
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As part of a request, Richard’s GP had carried some tests on him and the results of 
these had arrived. He drove to the doctor’s surgery to collect the findings. All the 
results came good except for one, which although initially disappointed him, could in 
a strange way help him persuade Pretti to reconsider her decision. He waited until 
midday for Pretti to return his call. When she did not, he decided to drive down to 
Swansea. After hours of driving he arrived at Mrs Evans’s place. Still Pretti refused to 
see or talk to him. While he anticipated that possibility, he nevertheless was hopeful. 

‘Please, please tell her to call me,’ Richard begged. Conscious that Pretti may 
have ditched his number when she had her phone disconnected, he gave Jessica a 
piece of paper containing his mobile number before walking back to his car. 

Prior to opening his car door he turned back and caught Pretti standing by the 
upstairs window. She quickly hid herself behind the half-drawn curtain. A dejected 
Richard sat at the steering wheel of his car wondering what he had to do to get Pretti 
to reconsider her decision. He prayed that his unexpected test result and the effort he 
had made to drive down would in some way help. Knowing how stubborn and 
determined Pretti could be, he didn’t want to raise his hopes too high. Driving back to 
London was a long journey and he was feeling rather tired. Should Pretti, upon 
receiving his mobile number, decide to talk to him he wanted to be close by. Instead 
of returning to his apartment he checked himself in to Morgan’s hotel, a luxurious 
boutique hotel in the centre of Swansea. 

He knew that Pretti never did like London and always had the intention of 
returning to Swansea where she felt she belonged. There was one house, a hidden gem 
sitting at the end of a long, private, wooded driveway with the most spectacular 
panoramas of Three Cliffs and Oxwich Bay, which Pretti liked very much and always 
wished she could own it, primarily because of the fabulous views. As it so happened, 
it had just come on to the market. He decided to ring the Estate Agent and arrange a 
viewing. The agency was able to fit him in that very evening. 

He had difficulty getting to sleep that night. When he finally did fall asleep, he 
dreamt about a wild white horse running away. In the middle of the night, he woke up 
suddenly and sat up. J nearly lost her once to that crazy Llew and now it looks like I 
am losing her again. How unlucky can I be? He cursed himself. 

The next day when he did not hear from Pretti, he decided to write her a letter and 
send it by recorded delivery. 


He couldn’t think what else he could do other than making his way back to 
London. 
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Reliable as the British Post Office can be most of the time, Richard’s letter was 
delivered speedily. Jessica signed for it and swiftly passed it on to Pretti. As soon as 
she looked at the handwriting on the envelope she knew it was from Richard. She 
took it to her room and stayed there for hours until dinner time. 

‘Well, aren’t you going to tell me what Richard said?’ 

‘I don’t know mother.’ 

“What do you mean you don’t know? You’ ve read his letter?’ 

‘No.’ 

“You should at least read what he has to say.’ 

“Why, to make me feel even more rotten than I already do?’ 

“You should have seen his face when he came. He looked like a nervous wreck.’ 

Pretti sighed. “Stop it mother, please.’ 

After a long silence, she said, ‘pass me the tomato sauce please, mother.’ 

A furious Jessica carelessly pushed the sauce bottle towards her daughter. 

‘Are you angry with me, mother?’ 

‘Of course not,’ Jessica said indignantly. ‘You’re entitled to do what you please; 
youre a big girl now. By the way, you should remember your father is gone and I’m 
not going to be around forever.’ 

“What is that suppose to mean?’ 

“You know very well what I mean... it’s not fun living on your own.’ 

‘We’re back to that, are we?’ 

There was a slight hesitation at the other end. ‘It’s not everyday a girl gets a 
proposal for marriage from a billionaire.’ 

Pretti said in a sarcastic tone, ‘I guess I’m being unappreciative.’ 
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Now that Pretti was back on her feet she needed to find a job. She couldn’t sponge 
on her mother forever. Luckily, whilst she was working, she made good money and 
had the good sense to save. However, her savings were not going to last for ever 
either. Down in town there was a typist/receptionist job going in a law firm. This time 
there was no Richard to put in a good word for her. However, with the excellent 
character reference Frazer had given her, she hoped it would help her beat the other 
applicants. After obtaining an application form, she devoted the rest of the day 
compiling her résumé. She carefully documented her skills, abilities, qualifications 
and experience. As she was doing so she could hear Frazer’s voice telling her how 
impressed he was with her performance; so much so that he gave her a raise. 2 
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CHAPTER 23 


Nine months went by and Pretti was earning a steady living with Jenkins and Jenkins 
Law firm. She had kept herself to herself, with almost zero social life. Most of the 
time when she went out, it was with her mother. Was Pretti happy? Not really, but that 
was the path she had chosen for herself. Many times she had come close to lifting the 
phone and calling Richard but had succeeded in putting a lid on the temptation. 

One Friday, Friday February 8 in fact, Pretti came home early and went straight to 
her bedroom. Despite the fact that she was tired she had this compelling urge to tidy 
her room starting with the drawers of her dresser. Whilst doing so, she remembered 
that exactly two years ago on that same day and date, she was sitting in a café in 
London when a suave gentleman came to introduce himself as Richard Brent. That 
magic moment, though tucked away, had never really escaped her mind. All the 
feelings she felt for him at the time came back into her consciousness. Suddenly she 
could feel a tear forming in the corner of her eye. She reached in the drawer to pick up 
a handkerchief and inadvertently uncovered the letter which Richard had sent her. It 
was still unopened. As she held it in her hand, her entire body was shaking. 

“What the devil is coming over me?’ Pretti shouted. 

Her shout was loud enough to be heard by her mother who was sitting downstairs. 
To put the ghost of Richard to rest once and for all, Pretti decided to burn the letter. 
She reached out for a match, lit it and offered one corner of the letter to the flame. The 
moment she did so, she heard a voice urging her not to do it. 

‘I must, I must,’ Pretti shouted, refusing to blow the flame out. 

‘Put the flame out, Pretti,’ her mother ordered. 

Impulsively she killed the flame. 

‘Now open it!’ the voice commanded her. 

‘I can’t, I can’t!’ Pretti shouted again, even louder. 

“You can; you must open it,’ the voice repeated, sounding quite authoritative. 

Pretti covered her ears, refusing to listen, stamping her feet on the floor, yelling 
‘leave me alone!’ 

Despite covering her ears, she couldn’t stamp out the voice. It was like it was 
coming from a surround sound system. 

‘Who are you to tell me what to do? Where are you?’ 

‘I’m commanding you to open it, now,’ the voice insisted. 

Finally, Pretti could not resist anymore and ripped opened the envelope. 

‘There. ve opened it,’ she said, feeling a sense of achievement. ‘I did it, I did it, 
mother.’ 

‘Now take out what is inside and read it aloud,’ the voice commanded her. 
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Like a servant obeying her master, Pretti started to read through. 


My darling Pretti, 

[...] I never thought a woman could make me feel the way I do. 
I have come to rely on you so much that I now feel totally helpless. I have 
loved many women and in return been loved by many, but never the way you 
have loved me and made me feel loved. So much so that now without you I 
am nothing. This is why you must come back to me.[...] After you refused to 
see me yesterday, I didn’t return to London straight away. Instead I took a 
room in Morgan’s hotel, waiting in vain for you to ring. Sitting in the hotel 
lounge I happened to be scanning the local paper and I saw a house for sale. 
You know this house very well. It is the house you have always wanted. 
Guess what. I bought it. It is our house now. This is where I want you and 
me to spend the rest of our lives admiring the panoramas of Three Cliffs and 
Oxwich Bay you love so much and talk about. [...] There does not need to be 
anyone else for us to enjoy us. 


As she read the letter more and more tears began to run down her cheeks, so much 
so that she had to stop reading several times to wipe her cheeks. 

Despite the emotional pleas in the letter, when Pretti had reached the end, she 
kissed three fingers of her right hand and placed them on Richard’s signature as if she 
was saying a final farewell. The moment she lifted her fingers she noticed the letters 
PS and Please Turn Over written underneath the signature. 

She turned over the page immediately and read: 


What I came to tell you was that I had visited my doctor. After 
running a full health check he found that my sperm count is extremely 
low. He informed me it is so low that I can never father a child. So if 
you love me as much as I do you, and if the true reason you refused to 
marry me was because you could never give me a child, then you need 
to think again because I can never give you one either. 


It was the knowledge that Richard could never be a father that stunned Pretti and 
made her doubt her decision. Suddenly she turned her head towards the door and she 
was surprised to see her mother standing there. She rushed towards her. 

‘Hug me please, mother.’ 

Jessica put her arms around her daughter and comforted her. 

‘What shall I do?’ Pretti asked, tears pouring out of both eyes. 

“You need to go to him my daughter.’ 

Pretti didn’t need to be told twice. She grabbed her handbag, car keys and jumped 
into her car. Her next stop was /8 Trafalgar Square, London. The moment she 
arrived there, she rushed to the front door and pressed the door bell. Almost 
immediately a young lady came to the door. 

‘I’m Agnetha, can I help you?’ 

Pretti stared at her as if she had seen a ghost. Once she got over the shock, she 
apologised to Agnetha and walked away. J have only myself to blame, she criticised 
herself. J told him to find someone else and he has. So I can’t complain! 

Richard who was inside came to the door. ‘Who is it?’ he asked. 

‘I don’t know,’ Agnetha replied. Pointing to Pretti who was walking away she 


added, ‘when she saw me she turned as white as a sheet as if she had seen a ghost.’ 

Richard called out, ‘Hello madam, can I help you?’ 

The moment Pretti heard Richard’s voice, she turned her head and her heart 
skipped a beat. Their eyes lit up as they both looked at each other and impulsively 
they rushed towards each other. They put their arms around each other, feeling 
jubilant. Seconds later they pulled away and gazed into each others eyes. Richard 
could not help planting a tender kiss on her lips. Pretti quickly pulled her mouth away 
and said, “your wife is watching.’ 

Richard frowned as he turned his head slowly to look at Agnetha. ‘You think this 
lady standing at the door is...’ 

‘Isn’t she?’ 

Richard chuckled. His laugh was so infectious that Pretti started to chuckle too. 
Agnetha, who had overheard what Pretti had said, started to chuckle also. 

With his left arm over Pretti’s shoulder Richard pulled her towards him. ‘Come 
and meet Agnetha, my Swedish au pair.’ 2 
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CHAPTER 24 


Soon after their reunion, Pretti and Richard got married. They had a small wedding 
because that was how Pretti had wanted it to be. It took place at the home of Richard’s 
parents with only the closest of relations and friends in attendance. Fraser, Christine 
and some of the office girls were amongst the guests. The office girls resented her and 
were not filled with happiness for her. She got the man they flirted with and wanted 
him for themselves. They lost out because all they wanted was his money. ‘This 
marriage won’t last,’ Pretti overheard one office girl said to another and she was 
ready to prove them wrong. Pretti looked stunning in her white satin dress, with 
matching shoes. Her deep brown eyes were filled with emotion. She couldn’t help but 
shed a tear when the priest declared them man and wife. 

A short while after they left for their honeymoon to the exotic island of 
Mauritius. A friend of Richard had put at their disposal a fabulous bungalow, a speed- 
boat and a well-trained servant. It was more than Pretti could ever have imagined. 
Richard’s thoughtfulness, gentleness and general approach to their life together 
touched her so much that she went out of her way to shower him with affection in and 
out of bed. She spent most of their honeymoon learning what gave him pleasure and 
was determined to make a success of her marriage. Hidden deep inside her though 
there was the sad fact that there would always be one thing missing between them — 
an heir to their huge fortune — but the thought that adoption could help fill that gap 
was a small consolation. After two weeks of total bliss, they returned to their new 
home in Swansea which she had named Bellevue. Driving to Bellevue, Pretti was 
bemused by the series of statues that lined the private alley leading to the house which 
was conveniently guarded by a black and gold iron gate forming part of a boundary 
wall which encircled the house and the ground covered by CCTV. In the centre of the 
massive front yard was a fountain consisting of three bronze Greek goddesses holding 
up a platter, balanced on a concentric base built out of concrete and clad in limestone 
slabs. Two side passages lined with flower beds led to the back garden where a 
swimming pool was located. The house itself was a two storey building with four 
balconies offering excellent views all way round. 

As she walked into her dream house which Richard had bought for them, she 
was surprised but not amused to be greeted by Agnetha, Richard’s trusted au-pair, 
whom she learnt would be living in. Whilst she appreciated Richard’s gesture in 
providing her with someone to do the house chores, nevertheless she would have liked 
a say as to who that person should be. She knew very little about Agnetha except for 
the obvious that she was young, beautiful with apparently no boyfriend, a situation 
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which made Pretti nervous and threatened. On the plus side though, Agnetha had 
always been very polite towards Pretti whenever the latter had called to see Richard in 
his apartment in London before they got married. Richard had hired Agnetha after 
she had turned up to his apartment looking for work. All he knew about her was what 
she had volunteered and she had given Richard no reason to check her out. 
Nevertheless, he had planned to run a check on her but had never got round to it. 
When he had asked her to transfer her services from Trafalgar Square to Bellevue, she 
did not object. 

Pretti spent the remainder of the day in the garden lying on a hammock, 
staring at the blue sky, and could not believe that she was now the proud owner of a 
house she had always admired and had wished was hers. Now that it was, an 
impossible dream had come true and she had no reason to believe that other 
impossible dreams couldn’t come true. She had every reason to feel content and she 
was. At that very moment, lying under the fading British sun with the afternoon 
breeze beginning to cool the quiet garden, Pretti’s mind had briefly drifted to the 
bunker where her ex-boyfriend, Llew, had once held her prisoner. Remembering how 
Llew had wanted to spoil her life filled her with anger and disgust for him. She held 
him responsible for her accident which had left her incapable of bearing a child. Her 
hate for Llew went so deep that she was remorseless he was out of the scene. Burnt 
alive in the blaze when the van he was driving went over the cliff, the police had told 
her. With Llew out of the way it appeared sensible for her to forget the past and focus 
her mind to the future. 

All of a sudden she heard a voice. It was Agnetha who had come to tell her 
that dinner was ready and that Richard was already seated at the table waiting for her. 

‘Tell my husband I’m on my way,’ she told Agnetha and quickly went to the 
bathroom to freshen up. As she looked at herself in the mirror she knew she looked 
ravishing. She made her way to the dining room. Sitting at the table opposite Richard 
they looked at each other tenderly. Pretti appeared content with the man she had 
married. There was, of course, no reason for her not to be, especially since life with 
Richard looked so promising. If there was one thing that made her unhappy was that 
she’d wanted to continue working, but her husband would have none of it. Another 
small issue that bothered her was the way Richard would make decisions about their 
lives without consulting her. 

Pretti had half a glass of white wine and enjoyed the Rosti dish (one of 
Switzerland's iconic national dishes) Agnetha had prepared for them. Whilst eating 
she was feverishly trying to figure out how she was going to persuade Richard to let 
her continue with her job. 

The next morning, she saw Richard standing on the bedroom terrace admiring 
the panoramas of Three Cliffs. She went to hug him from behind showering him with 
kisses making Richard wonder what she was after, especially after they had just 
finished making love. He did not have to conjecture for long. 

‘Richard, why can’t I have my own income?’ Pretti asked softly. 

He looked at her thoughtfully and said, ‘my dear, now that we are married, it’s not 
necessary for you to work,’ and his attention was unexpectedly diverted by a plane 
moving amongst the clouds. He was fascinated by its size as it moved forward in the 
sky leaving behind a trail of smoke. ‘Err... I give you everything you need and ask 
for, don’t I?’ he enquired gently. 

“Yes you do, Richard, and that is the problem.’ 

‘Oh! I don’t follow.’ He instantly turned his head, gazing at her, waiting for 
clarification. 
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“You see, you are always showering me with gifts.’ 

‘I know,’ said Richard, ‘I love giving you things.’ 

‘I’m not complaining, but I would like to be able to give you things too and I hate 
taking money from you in order to buy you a gift.’ 

‘I see,’ Richard said, nodding his head. He reflected for a moment and then said, 
‘Well, if that’s what’s worrying you, you can...’ 

Before Richard could complete his sentence, Pretti put her arms around his neck 
and gave him several kisses. ‘Thank you, Richard, thank you for being so 
understanding. I’ll go and call my boss to let him know that I’m coming back to 
work.’ 

‘Oh! Oh! Oh! Wait a minute,’ he freed himself from her. ‘I repeat I don’t want 
you to work.’ 

‘What?’ Pretti raised her voice. She was clearly disappointed. ‘You’ve just said I 
could.’ 

‘No I didn’t,’ Richard was quick to deny her statement. This was their first 
disagreement. ‘You interrupted me before I could say: you can have your own bank 
account.’ 

‘Oh!’ She looked baffled. ‘What’s the point of having my own bank account if I 
have nothing to put in it?’ 

“You worry unnecessarily.’ 

Pretti valued her independence a lot and did not expect marriage to take it away 
from her. However, realising that it was not that long ago she had taken a wedding 
vow promising to obey her husband; she gave in to his wish. In return he gave her a 
generous allowance, which was ten times what she was earning with Jenkins and 
Jenkins Law firm. The money was credited monthly into her personal account. How 
she spent it was up to her. 
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Weeks passed by and Richard continued to put long hours in his publishing 
business. Initially he travelled from London to Swansea daily but then he started to 
spend some of his nights in his apartment at Trafalgar square much to Pretti’s 
displeasure which inevitably led to her feeling neglected. When she finally told her 
husband about it, he explained that he had a business to take care, and suggested that 
she find ways of keeping herself occupied. Richard, being a considerate man, did not 
totally ignore her complaints. In fact, apart from the times when he had let her down, 
he’d made special efforts to take her out as often as he could. However, this did not 
make up for the many times she had to eat alone and the lonely nights she spent, often 
crying herself to sleep. She loathed what she regarded as being a trophy wife and in a 
desperate attempt to rescue her marriage, she waited impatiently for her husband to 
come home and when he did, she suggested to him that they make the apartment in 
Trafalgar Square their main home and Bellevue a second home, this way they would 
have been able to see each other everyday, but he was adamant that she enjoyed the 
house which he knew she always wanted. 

Richard was troubled. ‘I know how much you love and wanted this house and 
now that you’ve got it, you don’t want to stay in it?’ He shook his head in disbelief. 

“You are right, I do love this house, but I also love you and want to see you.’ 

“You do see me,’ Richard insisted. 

‘I mean I want to see you in my bed everyday, not once in a while as if Iam your 
mistress... Is that too much for a wife to ask?’ 
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‘Stop exaggerating, Pretti. I accept that recently I have not been home as often as I 
would want to, but, I have papers to read, meetings to attend. After a day’s work I do 
not enjoy driving six hours.’ 

‘I do understand... that is why I suggested...’ 

‘I know what you’ve suggested, and I gave you my answer. Now, if you don’t 
mind I suggest we drop the subject.’ 

‘Ha!’ And she quickly changed the subject. ‘Have you seen the state of the 
garden?’ 

‘Noooo, what’s wrong with it?’ 

‘It’s like a jungle; the lawn needs mowing, the flower-beds need weeding, the 
swimming pool...’ 

‘That’s why we have a handyman, why don’t you take issue with him?’ 

‘I’ve already done so. To tell you the truth I don’t know what he does all day 
when he bothers to turn up that is, which is usually late.’ 

“You are the mistress of the house, deal with him.’ 

‘On Monday he drained the swimming pool and after spending all day supposedly 
cleaning it, he still had not completed the job. Two days have passed and I am still 
without a functional pool. What do you think of that?’ 

Richard did not want to get into another argument. ‘Look, he came highly 
recommended. But if you’re not happy with him, then replace him with someone of 
your choosing.’ 

‘This is just a hopeless situation. What is the point...’ She stopped abruptly. 

‘Did you say... Oh, can I?’ 

“Yes, darling you can,’ he said and leaned forward to plant a kiss on his wife’s 
cheek before leaving for a meeting. 

‘Err... where do I start?’ she mumbled childishly. 

‘Call the agency. They should be able to send a suitable replacement,’ Richard 
suggested. 

‘Thank you, I think I'll give them a call now,’ Pretti said. 2 
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CHAPTER 25 


The next day, Pretti had just returned from visiting her mother when the house phone 
rang. Agnetha promptly went to answer it. After listening to the caller she put the 
person on hold. 

‘Who is it?’ Pretti asked. 

‘Glenys from the agency, ma’am,’ Agnetha replied. 

Pretti took the receiver and said proudly, ‘Mrs. Pretti Brent, speaking.’ 

‘I’ve got a handyman for you who only signed up with our agency a few days ago. 
He is very keen and ticked all the boxes you’ ve asked for.’ 

Pretti had not expected to hear from the agency so soon. This was the first time 
she was doing the hiring and was somewhat nervous about it. She wanted an all 
rounder, someone who could, amongst other things, tend to the garden, service her 
swimming pool regularly, and be her chauffeur if and when needed. She had clearly 
specified that the person had to be a Welshman between 30 and 45 years old, reliable, 
honest with a proven record of being a hard worker. 

‘Could you send him round? I’d like to chat with him first.’ 

After arranging a suitable date and time, the line went dead. Pretti, immediately 
turned to Agnetha, ‘could you please run the bath for me... be very generous with the 
bath salt,’ she added. 

“Will do, ma’am...’ 

Pretti went in her bedroom to undress. Sitting at her dresser wearing only her 
underwear, she carefully removed her earrings and placed them in her jewellery box. 
After rolling her hair into a neat bun, she slipped on her dressing gown and made her 
way to the bathroom. As she lay in the bathtub that afternoon with her eyes closed she 
wondered if she was right to have dispensed with the handyman that Richard had 
hired, especially if he had come highly recommended as her husband had said. She 
had only raised the issue out of frustration after she had failed to persuade her 
husband to allow her to go back to work. The real issue was that Pretti was having 
difficulty adjusting to her new life style. Before she was married she had to work and 
do all the household tasks herself, but strangely enough she was happy because they 
helped her fill her day, and now all the house chores and everyday jobs around the 
house were being done for her. Finding ways to occupy her time, besides her reading 
and fitness exercises, was proving quite a challenge for her. Some days she would 
even insist that she did the cooking. 

The warm water relaxed and soothed her tired muscles. With her head resting on 
the head cushion stuck to the bath, she gently ran her fingers along her thighs, in deep 
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thought. Suddenly she was brought back to the here and now when the phone rang. 
She picked up the handset hanging on the wall next to the bathtub. 

‘Hello,’ she said wondering who was calling. 

‘Hi darling, it’s me.’ 

‘Hiiii...’ Pretti uttered pleasingly. 

‘How was your day?’ 

‘Uneventful... ‘ 

‘Is that good or bad?’ 

‘Not sure really... a bit of excitement and fun would have been nice.’ 

‘Think what you would like to do and when I come home we can do it together.’ 

‘How about having dinner together tonight?’ 

‘Err... that’s why I was calling...’ 

Pretti immediately let out a big sigh, almost guessing what her husband’s response 
would be. 

‘... ’'m really sorry darling; I’ll have to pass on it...’ 

After a short silence, Pretti said, ‘Not again!’ 

‘T’ve a difficult board meeting to chair, I may even have to take the difficult 
decision of sacking the editor... but I promise you I will come home early tomorrow 
and take you out for dinner, okay?’ 

After a pause she said, ‘Okay...,’ but Richard, listening to the sound of her voice 
and how she slurred on the word okay, suspected that his wife was running out of 


patience. 

‘Thank you for your understanding, Pretti,’ Richard said sounding quite 
apologetic. 

‘Have you rung the agency for a handyman yet?’ 

“Yes.” 


Unexpectedly, there was a shrilling noise coming from his mobile. ‘Ah! I’ve got 
to go, see you tomorrow. Love you.’ 

The line went as dead as a dodo. 

Pretti didn’t particularly want their conversation to end. She removed the handset 
from her ear and gave it a pathetic look before replacing it on the cradle. She rested 
her head back and allowed her body to slide down the bathtub until she felt the water 
touching her chin, at which point she stopped and began splashing the water over her 
chest and gently caressing her breasts. Slowly her mind drifted to her honeymoon in 
Mauritius and memories of her two unforgettable weeks there came flooding back. 
She loved the attention, the passion and most of all the quality time they’d spent 
together. Those were the best few weeks of her life and she couldn’t help question 
what had happened since then. Whilst Richard had continued to care for her and 
provide her with the kind of financial security that would make any woman envious, 
he had become less attentive to his wife’s personal needs which had gradually led to 
her feeling frustrated. Despite her efforts to spice up her life, boredom had begun to 
rear its ugly head. 


38 28 2k 


After a night sleeping alone, she got up early the next morning and made her way 
to the dining room. She drank some coffee, had a piece of toast, but hardly touched 
the breakfast Agnetha had cooked for her. 

Noticing that her mistress was not looking very happy, Agnetha asked, ‘Are you 
alright, ma’am?’ 
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‘Don’t I look it?’ 

‘Unsure how to answer that, she replied, “you haven’t touched your breakfast.’ 

‘I’ve no appetite for it this morning... Oh! By the way; Richard and I are going 
out for dinner tonight.’ 

‘That’s wonderful! What outfit do you want me to prepare for you?’ 

‘I think my purple chiffon dress should turn a few heads.’ 

“You would look lovely in any dress, ma’am.’ 

“You’re too kind, but thank you for the compliment.’ 
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Later that day, Pretti was ready and impatiently waiting for her husband to come 
and take her out when a call came directly to her mobile. As she looked at the caller 
ID she knew it was her husband and she was sure he was going to tell her he couldn’t 
make it. 

“Yes,’ she answered dryly. 

‘lm running a bit late, could you make your way to the Swann. I have a 
reservation for two for seven o’clock. See you soon, darling. Bye.’ 

The line went dead before Pretti could even add another word. She was not 
amused. She was so furious that she even changed her dress for a two-piece cream 
suite because she didn’t particularly want to walk into a restaurant full of people in an 
evening dress unaccompanied. She got there at exactly 7 p.m. The manager of the 
restaurant led her to her table and served her with a Bacardi and coke while she 
waited for her husband to come. The restaurant was not as packed as she thought it 
would be. She saw a table where a handsome gentleman was eating alone. Their eyes 
met and he gave her a smile. She quickly looked away and then slyly checked him out 
through the corner of her eyes. He brought his glass of wine to his lips and whilst 
taking a sip he noticed her eyeing him up. 

Feeling somewhat uneasy she looked at her watch and saw it was already quarter 
past seven and still there was no sign of Richard. Although she had only been waiting 
for fifteen minutes it felt much longer. To calm her nerves, she lit a cigarette and tilted 
her head slightly backward as she blew out the grey smoke. Her mind drifted to the 
days when Richard and she used to go out for a meal and he was always on time. As 
her mind drifted further and further into her past she began to fantasize that the man 
sitting alone on the other table was making love to her. She could visualize him 
standing behind her, kissing her neck. 

‘Pretti,’ a voice said and it went unheard. 

Richard who had finally arrived, stared at his wife and could see she was deep in 
thought. He repeated, ‘Pretti.’ 

This time the calling of her name brought Pretti back to reality. As she came out 
of her daydream she looked at her husband, eyes glaring, ‘Oh! You’re here at last. 
How could you leave me waiting like that?’ 

‘Sorry.’ 

‘Do you realise I have been waiting for...’ 

Richard cut her off. ‘I said I am sorry, blame the traffic.’ 

“Yep, I heard you’re sorry. Maybe you should make a recording of it.’ 

Richard hated arguing and he was not going to have one in a restaurant. Pretti, on 
the other hand was so fed up, she didn’t care. What was important to her was to make 
her feelings known and she did it quite effectively. When she saw the waitress 
approaching she kept quiet. 
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After scanning the menu he looked at his wife, ‘What would you like?’ 

‘Surprise me.’ 

‘Can I get you a drink, sir?’ the waitress asked. 

‘A Cointreau on ice would be nice.’ 

The waitress looked at Pretti’s glass and saw it was almost empty. ‘And can I get 
you another drink, ma’am?’ 

Pretti lifted her glass of Bacardi and coke, ‘the same please.’ 

As the waitress walked away, Richard asked, “how are you getting on with finding 
a new handyman?’ 

Pretti promptly replied that she was interviewing a man which the agency was 
sending and wondered if he wanted to be present. 

‘No, I want it to be entirely your choice.’ 

Although she expected him to decline her offer, she nevertheless wanted him to 
get involved. ‘But you may pick up on something that I might miss,’ said Pretti. 

‘The agency is usually very thorough in their research. So you go ahead and 
interview him and hire him if he meets with your approval.’ 

‘Td still be happier if you were present.’ 

Richard remained silent. 

The waitress returned with their drinks and placed them on their table. ‘Are you 
ready to order?’ 

‘Yes... steaks for two, medium rare and a nice bottle of red wine.’ 

‘Thank you,’ said the waitress and walked away. 

‘Do you have any specific qualities you are looking for?’ 

She lit up another cigarette and as she blew a puff she looked at him with vicious 
eyes and said, ‘Someone who is strong and will attend to my every need,’ and after a 
deliberate short pause added with a grin on her face, ‘with regards to the garden, I 
mean.’ 

Richard got the message and shook his head realising that his wife was making a 
dig at him for not being home as regularly as she would like him to be. 

Pretti lifted her hand and beckoned a waitress. ‘Could you please bring my 
husband another Cointreau... make it a double, he needs loosening up.’ 

‘No, I’m alright, thank you,’ he said to the waitress, and then turning to his wife 
he added, ‘I don’t need loosening up.’ 

‘Are you sure? You look a little bit stiff to me. Drink and let’s be merry.’ 

‘I need to digest a huge document for an important meeting tomorrow.’ 

‘A few drinks won’t hurt. I know you can hold your liquor.’ 

‘T don’t want to fall asleep when we get home.’ 

‘I was hoping you wouldn’t and would attend to me instead of your damn 
documents or your damn company. Do you really know how much I miss having you 
in my bed? Can’t you free yourself and ask Frazer to take on more responsibilities. 
God knows you pay him more than he is worth already!’ 

‘Some things cannot be left to others. If I did that we would not be as rich as we 
are, you wouldn’t be living in such a huge house, eating in expensive restaurants and 
having others doing for you what an ordinary house wife would have to do for 
herself.’ 

‘Maybe I’m being ungrateful... maybe I’m not cut out for this rich life style... 
although my ex-boyfriend kept me captive in a bunker, he did it so that he could have 
me all to himself... living in Bellevue makes me feel like a prisoner. The only 
difference, as I see it, he didn’t neglect me...’ Pretti stopped abruptly as she saw the 
waitress approaching and took a sip of her Bacardi. She couldn’t believe she had said 
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what she did and wondered if she was being unappreciative, and if she was, if it really 
mattered. Should one allow loads of money to be a fair substitute for love? 

‘Did you enjoy your meal?’ asked the waitress. 

‘Yes,’ Richard mumbled. 

Pretti looking fed up said, ‘I’ll have another Bacardi and coke please,’ and quickly 
changed her mind, ‘No! Make it a double.’ She glanced at Richard and grinned 
defiantly. 

Richard was shocked being compared with his wife’s ex-boyfriend and in hind 
sight Pretti wished she hadn’t done so. An angry Richard settled the bill immediately 
and on their way home, neither of them said a word to each other. When they’d 
arrived at Bellevue, she went straight to bed and Richard went into his study where he 
stayed until the early hours of the morning. By the time he went to bed his wife was 
fast asleep. Three hours later he woke up and left for London. 2 
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CHAPTER 26 


When Pretti opened her eyes she turned to her side only to find that Richard was not 
there. She sat up and, with her hands around her head, wished the intense headache 
she had woken up with would go away. This was something she had not experienced 
for a long time, but was quick to put it down to the Bacardi and coke she had 
consumed in the restaurant the previous night. She lay back, curled herself like a 
foetus and closed her eyes. All she wanted to do was to sleep. Two hours later, she got 
up and went downstairs. Instead of going into the dining room, as she normally 
would, she took herself into the kitchen where she saw Agnetha standing by the 
cooker. 

‘Good morning Agnetha,’ Pretti slurred her words, looking lethargic. 

‘Good morning ma’am,’ she replied. ‘Are you ready for your breakfast? I’ve got 
your egg just as you like it and you certainly look like you could do with one.’ 

‘Just a cup of strong black coffee, please,’ Pretti sunk herself in a chair. 

“You really must have enjoyed your evening out yesterday, ma’am!’ 

‘It was great.’ 

Pretti felt she had to say that. Agnetha was not the right person for her to confess 
to that she had had a rotten evening. 

‘Don’t forget you are interviewing the new handyman today,’ Agnetha reminded 
her mistress. 

‘Oh! Is it today? I forgot,’ she pretended. As a matter of fact that meeting was in 
the forefront of her mind. ‘At what time is he expected to arrive?’ 

“You have him down for nine o’clock, ma’am.’ 

Pretti looked at the clock hanging on the kitchen wall and saw it was quarter to 
nine. “That means he’ll be here in fifteen minutes.’ 

‘If he gets here in time,’ Agnetha said doubtfully. “You’ve already discovered that 
punctuality is not a strong point with these guys.’ 

‘Don’t generalise!’ Pretti snapped. 

‘Sorry ma’am... err... I’d like to ask your permission to go to the bank?’ 

‘Very well... don’t dawdle.’ 


38 2K ok 
Pretti decided to buzz Richard. The latter answered his mobile on the very first 


ring as if he was waiting for the call. 
‘Richard... I am really sorry about yesterday evening.’ She sounded quite 
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genuine. 

‘That’s alright.’ 

‘Let me make it up to you.’ 

‘There is nothing to make up... you had a bit too much to drink.’ 

‘Still, that’s no excuse for my comparing you with Llew.’ 

‘Oh! That! It’s forgotten.’ 

Honestly, he hadn’t forgotten. In fact he still felt very hurt. He couldn’t believe his 
wife had dared to compare him with that ex-boyfriend of hers, him of all people. What 
is it with women? He thought. Can’t they tell when they are better off! He felt it was 
like casting pearls in front of swine. He knew he was not perfect, but he also knew he 
was not a kidnapper, a rapist or someone who seemed to get a kick out of terrorising 
women. Richard was a billionaire who came from a well-bred family. His father and 
grandfather were both successful businessmen and ever since he’d inherited the 
company and had become Director, its share of the market had quadrupled. An 
achievement he was very proud of. 

“How about you come home early tonight? We could have an early night.’ 

‘Aah... hmm!’ 

Pretti immediately detected what his answer would be and she cut in, ‘don’t you 
dare tell me you are going to be late.’ 

‘Actually I was thinking of spending the night in my London apartment.’ 

‘Richard...’ she begged with desperation in her voice. 

‘Look, Pll call you tonight,’ and he rang off. 


38 2 2k 


Dead on nine o’clock the new handyman arrived for his meeting with her. 
Agnetha had already left to go to the bank. From the moment Pretti had set up a date 
to interview the replacement handyman she had been wondering what he would be 
like and had been thinking of the questions she would ask. She really wanted Richard 
to be conducting the interview with her but when he’d declined, she was slightly 
peeved. Interestingly, if Richard had not prevented his wife from returning to work 
she would have been happy with the handyman she already had. On reflection her old 
handyman was not that bad. He was close to sixty, polite, perhaps a little bit slow, but 
he was someone that Richard had approved and hired. But now, she would be the one 
who would have to take full blame if she hired the wrong person. Indeed, that 
morning she had no idea that the decision she was about to take was likely to be her 
undoing. 

Although Richard had refused to get involved in the interview and had left the 
entire decision to Pretti, before leaving for work he had written a sweet note 
confirming his complete confidence that she would make the right decision. 

Before opening the door Pretti used the door viewer, and could see a man standing 
by her front door. Although he was in his mid-thirties he looked much younger and 
was surprisingly handsome. She immediately took her eye away from the viewer, 
shook her head as if she could not believe her eyes. ‘It can’t be,’ she murmured. 
Hesitantly she proceeded to open the door to greet the man she was about to hire. 

As they faced each other, he looked at her for a long moment, his face lit up. 

‘I’m Ewan Hughes, ma’am,’ he said, politely. ‘The agency said you would like to 
have a chat with me.’ 

Looking at him, Pretti was certain that Ewan was the man she had seen during her 
daydreaming episode in the restaurant. ‘Were you in the Swann restaurant yesterday 


evening?’ 

‘Who me? Certainly not. I can’t afford to eat in such an expensive restaurant!’ 

Maybe her eyes were playing tricks on her, she thought. Then there was his voice 
which reminded her of someone she knew but she was quick to dismiss that thought 
since that person was, as far as she knew, dead. By what magic would I have 
fantasised of a man I have never seen in my life? She asked herself. For a moment she 
was quite troubled, however, she quickly unruffled herself. 

‘Please come in.’ Pretti opened the door wider and invited Ewan to come inside. 

After a brief chat he was hired. He was so keen that he wanted to start 
immediately. Pretti showed him round and when she got to the lodge she stopped and 
said, ‘This is where you will be staying.’ 

Ewan took a look inside and saw it was furnished with a wooden wardrobe, a 
single bed with a bedside table on which rested a night lamp, and a little 
breakfast/diner table with two chairs. In one corner of the room was a kitchen sink 
and next to it stood a cooker. Annexed to the back of the lodge was a small toilet. 

‘This looks quite cosy,’ Ewan commented. 

‘I’m glad you like it. It has just been redecorated.’ 

‘It’s very nicely done, thank you.’ 

‘No need to thank me, I just want you to be happy working here.’ 

‘Talking about work, Ewan said, ‘what job would you like me to tackle first?’ 

‘How about the swimming pool?’ she asked. 

“Your wish is my command, ma’am. I should be able to get it ready for use by 
midday.’ 

‘That would be nice, Pretti said. “You should find everything you need in the Tool 
shed which is over there, pointing to a redbrick building adjacent to the garage and 
then walked back to the house. She promptly got on to the phone to Glenys at the 
agency. 

‘Glenys speaking,’ the voice said. ‘How did you find Ewan?’ 

‘He will do so I have hired him... err... he was keen to start straight away and I 
agreed.’ 

‘Excellent, he has impeccable references.’ 

‘Glad to hear it. Bye.’ Pretti put the phone down. 


Ewan could not believe he had got the job and threw himself on the bed. As he lay 
there staring at the ceiling, his legs swinging at the base of the bed, he could not help 
but feel chuffed. After a miraculous recovery from a fatal car accident he couldn’t 
believe he was back on his feet living to fight another day. 

Once he had put on his overalls, he got inside the pool and began to mop the floor. 

Half an hour later when Agnetha had returned from the bank she learned that 
Ewan had been hired. Curious to make his acquaintance she took him a cup of tea. 

‘Hi there,’ Agnetha shouted as she stood on the edge of the pool waving at Ewan. 

His hands wrapped around the handle of the brush, Ewan looked up. ‘Hello, who 
might you be?’ 

‘Agnetha.’ 

‘Oh the au-pair girl... Jam Ewan.’ 

‘I know,’ she said with a smile. ‘Err... ? ve brought you a cup of tea. Can I come 
down?’ 

‘No,’ he said abruptly. 

‘Okay. Ill leave the drink on the side then.’ 

“You do that.’ 
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‘See you,’ Agnetha said as she walked away, thinking what an unfriendly guy 
Ewan was. 
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Ewan was very happy to have got the job. Although the money was good, he 
could not careless about it. He was only interested in being close to Pretti and he had 
only one thing on his mind: retribution. 

After he had finished cleaning the swimming pool he went to clean the outside 
windows of the backroom where he knew Pretti was doing her exercises. He peeped 
inside and saw her standing upside down with her hands locked behind her head and 
her legs straight up widely apart. He was more concerned with watching her instead 
of concentrating on what he had supposedly come to do. Three minutes later Pretti 
stood on her feet and noticed Ewan looking at her. 

‘Goodness me!’ Pretti shouted. “You scared the hell out of me! What are you 
doing here? You were supposed to be cleaning the pool.’ 

‘I’m sorry ma’am if I’ve frightened you, these windows badly needed attention.’ 

“What about the swimming pool?’ Pretti frowned. 

‘It’s done, ma’am.’ 

‘Ah!’ 

Pretti was not convinced that cleaning the window was what Ewan was doing. Her 
mind went straight onto Jean, whom she had caught peeping through her window in 
her apartment in London. Ewan’s eyes were just as vicious like Jean’s were. Not 
wanting to over react she picked up a towel from the rail, wiped her face and took 
herself to the swimming pool. After a few strokes she got out of the water, dried 
herself and sat on the sun lounger with a book in her hand. Despite her best efforts, 
she kept losing her concentration. Her mind was troubled, and she began to wonder if 
replacing her previous handyman with Ewan had been such a good idea. Richard had 
promised he would ring her, but she couldn’t wait. She grabbed the phone again and 
called her husband. 

She got a recorded message: 


‘I can’t take your call at the moment, please leave a message and I will call you 
back.’ 


‘Richard, this is your wife. Please call me ASAP.’ Pretti cut off and then started to 
laugh at herself. Richard told me I have a tendency to overreact; I think he may have a 
point, she told herself. She grabbed her book again and started to read where she’d 
last left off.2 
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CHAPTER 27 


Agnetha, with a tray in her hand, approached Pretti. 

“You look like you could do with a cool drink, ma’am,’ she said as she put down a 
cocktail of pineapple with vodka.’ 

‘Just what the doctor ordered. Thank you.’ 

‘The new handyman is quite busy, I see.’ 

‘Good. Have you two got acquainted yet?’ 

‘I took him a cup of tea and we introduced ourselves, that’s all. He doesn’t seem 
very friendly.’ 

‘As long as he does his work, that’s all that matters.’ 

‘What would you like to eat tonight?’ 

‘Surprise me.’ 

‘Is Mr Brent coming home tonight?’ 

‘I’m expecting him to,’ Pretti replied with hesitation in her voice. 

‘Fine, Ill go and get started.’ 

“You do that. Don’t forget to chill a nice bottle of white wine.’ 

“Yes ma’am.’ 
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It was 5 o’clock when Richard rang. 

‘Hi darling, what’s up?’ he said somewhat anxiously. 

“What time are you coming home?’ 

‘Actually I’m on my way.’ 

‘Great. I can’t wait to see you.’ 

‘Is everything alright?’ 

After a short pause, Pretti said, ‘Yeah.’ The hesitation in her voice was noticeable. 

“Are you sure?’ 

“Yes. Nothing to worry, I just missed you, that’s all. 

‘T’ll see you soon then.’ He cut off. 

Knowing that Richard was on his way, made Pretti feel much better. She looked 
for Ewan and saw him in the tool shed, sharpening an axe. She stopped in her tracks 
and returned back to the house. She went straight to the studio located on the second 
floor and looked at the CCTV; Camera 6 gave a good view inside the tool shed. Ewan 
was still busy sharpening the axe. She couldn’t understand why he was doing so as 
there were no trees that needed chopping down. Once again she found her imagination 
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was running wild, giving her goose pimples. Her instincts were telling her that 
something was not quite right, but she drew some comfort when she recalled the 
agency telling her Ewan had impeccable references. She sat in front of the CCTV 
monitor waiting to see what he did next. Seconds later, Ewan removed his overalls, 
switched off the light in the tool shed and went to his lodge. Pretti went to her 
bedroom and lay on her bed in the dark thinking what she was going to tell Richard 
when he arrived. Was she going to tell him how Ewan scared the shit out of her when 
she was doing her exercises in the backroom? Or how she watched him on the camera 
sharpening an axe? Or was she going to lie by telling him she was happy with her 
decision of hiring him? An hour later she was still undecided. 

It had been a difficult day. She got up, and with a small smile, she began to 
descend the stairs. She was going to go to the kitchen to pick up a drink when she 
heard Richard’s car and she made her way to the back door to welcome him. As she 
opened the door she saw her husband walking towards her. She ran to him and put her 
arms around him. By the way she was hugging him he immediately knew there was 
something wrong. He looked at her face, it was red and her cheeks were covered with 
tears. 

‘Hey... what’s happened?’ He asked. Assuming what had happened in the 
restaurant the previous evening was the cause of her distress he said, ‘Look, if you’re 
still thinking of yesterday evening, then let it go. You were drunk and didn’t know 
what you were saying. Now let’s go in to the house and you can tell me how you got 
on with the interview.’ 

Arm in arm, they walked in to the house, continued straight into the lounge and 
sat next to each other on the sofa. 

‘Well, did the prospective handyman come to see you?’ 

Pretti nodded. ‘Yes,’ she said faintly. 

‘And...’ 

“Well, the agency said he had impeccable references and after I talked to him I 
decided to give him the job.’ 

‘Good. When does he start?’ 

‘He already has.’ 

‘Oh! Why then do I have the feeling you’re not happy with your choice?’ 

‘Erm... until he has been around for a few days I can’t tell whether I’ve made a 
good choice or not.’ 

‘Fair enough... Now shall we go for dinner? I’m famished.’ 

‘Don’t you want to see him, talk to him?’ 

‘T’ll do that after we have eaten,’ Richard said. 

Immediately he got up and Pretti followed suit. They walked in to the dining room 
and Agnetha started to serve. It was another of Agnetha’s specials. They were served 
with Cheese Fondue, a traditional Swiss dish of melted cheese eaten by dipping bread 
into the cheese, incredibly super tasty if you like cheese. Richard cleaned his plate 
whilst Pretti barely touched hers. 

‘I’m sorry you didn’t like the dish, ma’am. Can I get you something else?’ 

‘No it was very nice... it is just that I’m not very hungry this evening.’ 


38 2K ok 
Pretti accompanied her husband to the lodge and introduced him to Ewan. Richard 


expected the new handyman to be middle aged but when he saw how young he looked 
he was surprised. Richard was even more surprised when he listened to him talking. 
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He had a strange feeling that he had heard that voice before but could not remember 
where. After asking him a few questions, Richard and his wife left the lodge. On their 
way back to the house Pretti wanted to know Richard’s thoughts on Ewan. He chose 
his words carefully as he didn’t want to worry or upset his wife. He finished off 
reassuring his wife that he was going to run a check of his own. Pretti was tempted to 
terminate Ewan’s services but decided to wait and see what her husband could 
uncover before taking that step. 

It was getting late, Richard had had a long day and Pretti’s day had not been that 
good either. They retired to bed. She cuddled against her husband and remained in 
that position until she fell asleep, by which time Richard’s right arm was so numb he 
couldn’t feel it. He spent most of the night racking his brain thinking about where he 
had heard Ewan’s voice. Eventually he fell asleep too. A few hours later when he 
woke up it was almost seven o’clock in the morning, and it was still dark. Before he 
left for work he promised his wife that he would run a check on the new handyman 
and advised her to be extra vigilant. 
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The previous day when Agnetha went to the bank she’d met with Graham Jones, a 
man she was meeting for the first time, and he took her to his flat where he served her 
a latté. 

‘Look I haven’t got much time. You told me on the phone you have something 
important to show me.’ 

Graham put his hand in his pocket, pulled out a newspaper cutting and showed it 
to Agnetha. It was clear from the expression on her face that she was worried. 

‘Why didn’t you go to the police with it?’ 

‘I wanted to know what you would do to buy my silence.’ 

‘Please don’t give me away, I’ll do anything.’ 

‘I was hoping you’d say that,’ Graham said and added, ‘I need you to do me a 
small favour.’ 

She frowned, ‘What kind of favour?’ 

He put his hand on her knee. Looking petrified, she immediately moved her foot 
away. Graham grinned and instantly took a box from his pocket and placed it in her 
hands.’ 

“What is it?’ 

“Why don’t you open the box and see?’ 

Agnetha opened it at once. When she saw several sachets, each containing a white 
looking powder she put it on the table and naively said, ‘I don’t need these. I don’t 
take sugar in my latté.’ 

‘They’re not for you stupid, and the sachets don’t contain sugar either.’ 

Agnetha put on a false smile. ‘I knew that... They contain cocaine, don’t they? 
And you want me to deliver them for you?’ 

Graham shook his head. ‘Wrong, on both counts!’ 

“What are they then?’ 

“As.O3’ 

Agnetha frowned. ‘Come again.’ 

Graham leaned forward and whispered in her ear, ‘Arsenic Trioxide powder. I 
want you to put half a sachet in your mistress’s tea or coffee daily.’ 

She couldn’t believe her ears. “You want me to poison Mrs Brent?’ 

Graham nodded. ‘Exactly!’ 
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‘Are you crazy?’ 

‘Nope, but you’ll be the crazy one if you refuse to do it. You surely don’t want me 
to show this newspaper cutting to the police, do you?’ 

‘Do you realise, you are asking me to commit murder?’ 

Graham chuckled. ‘Not really... You see... the dose in half a sachet is quite mild. 
After the first dose your mistress will feel virtually nothing. It will take several doses 
before any ill effects will begin to appear requiring medical intervention. As the drug 
is undetectable, when she dies doctors will simply attribute the symptoms to other 
causes, leaving you in the clear.’ 

“Won’t the powder make the drink taste funny?’ 

‘No. It’s tasteless.’ 

Agnetha thought for a while then said, ‘I don’t know if I can do it.’ 

“You can. Besides you have no choice. You know exact what will happen if I 
show the police this newspaper cutting.’ 

‘Look I have to go now... my mistress told me to come back quickly.’ She got up, 
leaving the box on the table. 

Graham grabbed her arm. ‘You’re making a very big mistake.’ He took his phone 
out of his pocket and punched three numbers. 

‘Please don’t phone the police... Pll do it.’ 

‘Good girl.’ Graham put the phone away. 

Agnetha feeling pressured reluctantly picked up the box and put it in her handbag. 

‘I must go.’ 

‘Tll call you again and see how you are getting on,’ he said and opened the door 
to let her out. 

Ever since Graham had grassed on Llew’s hide out, he had been living with the 
guilt of betraying a friend. Llew had not just been a friend; he had been his best 
friend, more like a brother. They had been to school together and had been there for 
each other. He had been in trouble before mostly as a result of his gambling and Llew 
had been the only friend who’d bailed him out. He was convinced that if it was not for 
his actions his friend would still be alive. The only way he knew of avenging his 
friend’s death was to kill Pretti. As he couldn’t bypass the tight security, he 
blackmailed Agnetha so that she would carry out the deed on his behalf. 

All the way back to the house, Agnetha debated whether or not to do as Graham 
had told her, largely because she was frightened of getting caught but if she reneged 
on the deal Graham had threatened he would go to the police which would not be 
good for her. If she had had a gun with her, she would have most certainly shot him 
there and then, just as she did to that son of a bitch in Stockholm who had tried to rape 
her. Ever since, she had been on the run. & 
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CHAPTER 28 


Down at the police morgue, a woman had identified a body as being that of her 
husband. According to her, her husband left home the day before to look for work and 
never came back. Death was caused by strangulation and the body was discovered in 
the woods by two boy scouts. Although the police had no immediate leads and were 
searching for clues of who might have committed such a hideous crime, they 
remained confident that they would apprehend the killer; whilst Inspector CJ Fairfield 
was on the hunt for the murderer of Graham Jones. 

Graham’s body was found on the floor of his living room lying in a pool of blood. 
He had been shot twice at close range. One bullet went in his chest and the other 
lodged in his brain. Nothing was taken. A neighbour claimed seeing a woman leaving 
his flat in a hurry. Police remembered Graham as the man who'd collected the reward 
money for the whereabouts of Llew Jenkins. Two sets of prints were lifted from the 
scene of the crime, awaiting analysis. 

They also found a photo of Agnetha in his flat. When CJ discovered a newspaper 
cutting stuck to the back of the frame he was alarmed prompting him to ring Richard 
immediately and disclose the disturbing piece of news. 

Whilst CJ was waiting for a warrant so that he could arrest Agnetha, following 
that worrying phone call, Richard cancelled an important business meeting and 
headed home. Concerned for his wife’s safety he tried to reach her on her mobile only 
to hear that dreadful message “service unavailable, please call later”. He made two 
further attempts to reach her on the house phone and when his efforts had failed him, 
he became more worried and sped home. 

Back at Bellevue, Pretti was on the terrace by the swimming pool deeply 
engrossed in a book she had borrowed from the public library. She loved Tom Clancy 
and had been a fan of his for years. 

Agnetha appeared. ‘Can I get you anything, ma’am?’ 

‘Could you put my phone on charge please; the damn battery gave up on me 
again.’ 

‘Certainly, ma’am... err... anything else... a cup of tea, perhaps...’ 

‘A cup of tea would be very nice... By the way have you seen Ewan?’ 

“He went out, ma’am.’ 

“Out? Out where?’ 

‘Not sure, ma’am, but he did say he wouldn’t be long.’ 

Moments later Agnetha re-appeared on the terrace with a tray of tea which she 
rested on a marble top table and asked Pretti, ‘Shall I pour the tea for you ma’am?’ 
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‘Yes please.’ 

With her back towards Pretti, Agnetha poured the tea and as she was emptying 
into the cup the content of a sachet of As.O3, Richard appeared and stood there 
inconspicuously watching her. At first, he thought the packet contained sugar but 
when she hid the empty sachet in her apron pocket he became suspicious. After 
adding milk to the drink Agnetha handed it to Pretti. 

Pretti, feeling parched, couldn’t wait to take a sip, but as she brought the cup to 
her lips she heard Richard saying, ‘How is my beautiful wife today?’ 

Overjoyed to hear her husband’s voice she immediately put down the cup, stood 
up as quickly as she could and jumped into his arms. Whilst he held her close, 
nuzzling her neck he breathed in deep the scent of her perfume. “You smell so good 
and look even prettier today.’ 

He was always quite observant and Pretti loved it when he noticed things and was 
told she looked really pretty. 

Agnetha was surprised that Richard had showed up as early as he had. It 
immediately worried her that he may have seen what she had done, especially when 
he had not greeted her as he usually did. She managed to keep her cool by quickly 
reassuring herself that he couldn’t have suspected anything, otherwise he would 
surely have said something or told his wife not to drink the tea. 

Pretti, with her eyes still fixed on Richard, told Agnetha, ‘Pour another cup for my 
husband please,’ and instantly motioned to Richard to come and sit down next to her. 

Richard subtly watched Agnetha pour his tea. 

When Agnetha said, ‘Your tea, sir,’ Richard gave her a false grin and placed his 
cup next to Pretti’s. 

Agnetha stood there anxiously waiting for her mistress to drink her tea so that she 
could take the cup away. For a brief moment she wished she hadn’t chosen that 
occasion to put the powder in her mistress’ tea... Although she was told the powder 
was tasteless she was slightly sceptical. Should I have stirred the drink, she thought. 
What shall I say if my mistress complains the drink tastes funny? She pondered. With 
her mind preoccupied, she didn’t hear the house phone ringing. 

‘Could you go and answer the phone, Agnetha?’ 

‘Of course, ma’am,’ and she rushed into the house. 

‘Now darling, tell me have you found anything on Ewan?’ and lifted her cup to 

take a sip. 

As she listened attentively to Richard, she continued to drink her tea. Just as she 
was swallowing the last drop, Agnetha standing by the doorway said, ‘It’s your 
mother on the line, ma’am.’ 

Pretti excused herself and whilst picking up the handset from Agnetha she said, 
‘The tea was very nice... Mint I would say.’ Her comments brought a sudden sigh of 
relief on Agnetha’s face. 

‘I’m glad you like it ma’am, it’s my favourite flavour.’ 

‘I must have it more often.’ 

‘Don’t worry ma’am, I’ve brought plenty of mint tea with me,’ Agnetha replied, 
quietly regaining her confidence and went to take the tray away. When she noticed 
Richard had not touched his tea, ‘Drink up, sir, before it gets cold,’ she told him. 

‘Oh, you drink it,’ he replied, ‘what I really need is a shower.’ 

‘Thank you, sir.” She drank the tea as quickly as she could because she was in a 
hurry to take the tray away. To her horror, almost immediately she began to 
experience burning oesophageal pain. With her hands on her throat, she could not 
understand why Pretti who drank the tea containing the poison did not suffer ill effect, 


but she quickly realised what must have happened. 


On the other hand, Richard seeing Agnetha in distress knew exactly what was 
happening and wasted no time in calling for an ambulance. 

“What was that powder you put in my wife’s tea, Agnetha?’ 

‘It was sugar, sir,’ she stammered. 

‘Don’t lie, my wife never takes sugar in her tea and you know it.’ 

Agnetha remained silent. 

‘If you want the paramedics to save your life speak.’ 

She stubbornly shook her head. She remembered Graham telling her that it would 
take many doses of the powder for it to be lethal. She also remembered being told that 
nothing would happen after the first dose. Could Graham have lied to me, she 
questioned. Suddenly she remembered she had put the entire sachet instead of just 
half as she was instructed. 

‘Look at you... you’re dying,’ Richard said. 

‘I’m not,’ she insisted and immediately began to vomit. 

Whilst Richard was trying to assist her, he slipped his hand in her apron pocket 
and pulled out the empty sachet. ‘Damn,’ he said when he saw there was nothing 
printed on it. “Tell me what was in this sachet, Agnetha,’ he urged her. ‘If you don’t 
believe you are dying, Saint John’s cemetery is a lonely place to find out.’ 

Agnetha did not want to die. When she saw the burning sensation was not easing, 
she decided to tell Richard what was in the sachet. 

“Where did you get it?’ 

‘I don’t want to talk about it.’ 

‘You are dying and you do not want to talk about it... who are you trying to 
protect?’ 

“No one.’ 

“Well that no one is out there and soon you will be no where.’ 

Agnetha decided to be smart and hesitantly said, ‘A man gave it to me.’ 

‘His name?’ 

‘Graham.’ 

‘Does he have a surname?’ 

‘T can’t remember.’ 

‘Think, Agnetha, think.’ 

‘Please help me.’ Just as Agnetha said that, the ambulance appeared and took her 
to hospital. 
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Later that evening, Richard and Pretti were sitting in the waiting room in 
Singleton General Hospital whilst Agnetha was in Casualty being treated for arsenic 
poisoning. 

‘I can’t believe Agnetha tried to poison you, Richard.’ 

‘Actually, darling, it was you she was trying to poison.’ 

‘Meeee? The poison was in your cup.’ 

‘No, the poison was in your cup, darling,’ Richard explained. ‘I swapped your cup 
with mine... The tea you drank was from my cup and the tea Agnetha drank was from 
your cup. Of course, she didn’t realise that at the time when I told her she could have 
my drink.’ 
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‘How did you know there was arsenic in my tea?’ 

‘Elementary my dear wife,’ said Richard, and eagerly explained. 

‘Why?’ 

“You mean, why she wanted to poison me? Pretti exclaimed. 

‘Well, this is what we need to find out and I think Detective Inspector Fairfield 
might have the answer.’ 

At that point, Pretti looked up. ‘Talking of the devil...’ 

CJ Fairfield and Karina entered the waiting room. 

‘How did you get here so quickly, Inspector?’ 

‘Police helicopter,’ Karina interjected. 


When CJ showed Richard and Pretti the newspaper cutting they had found in 
Graham’s flat, they were shocked. Richard in particular, was cross with himself for 
hiring Agnetha and reproached himself for not checking her credentials thoroughly 
whilst Pretti couldn’t believe she had a murderer living with her for so long. She was 
visibly upset and asked her husband to take her home. 

Addressing Richard, Karina said, ‘I heard you’ve just hired yourselves a new 
handyman?’ 

Richard looked at Pretti, ‘my wife did it all by herself.’ 

‘What is he like, Mrs Brent?’ 

She hesitated for a moment then said, ‘he only started work yesterday, so the jury 
is still out.’ 

‘His name?’ 

‘Ewan Hughes.’ 

Karina looked like she had heard the name recently, but couldn’t quite remember 
in what connection. 

‘Do tell me that he has been thoroughly checked out?’ 

‘The agency reassured me Ewan has impeccable references,’ Pretti said. 

Richard added, ‘Only this morning I have asked an investigator friend of mine to 
run another check on him.’ 

‘Glad to hear it. You can’t be too careful these days and some of those agencies 
are not as thorough as they would like you to believe.’ 

At that point an Indian doctor entered the waiting room and told CJ that he could 
have five minutes with Agnetha. 

“How is she doctor?’ Pretti asked. 

‘Her condition is steady.’ 

Although Agnetha had tried to poison Pretti, both she and her husband were glad 
that she had not died. However, neither Richard nor Pretti wanted to see the au pair at 
that moment. They were too angry and felt their trust had been violated. As soon as 
Agnetha was fit to leave hospital they expected she would be taken into police 
custody until a trial was held. The Brents made their way home. Pretti remained silent 
for a long time. She looked terrible, but he wasn’t surprised. He felt as awful as she 
did. 

‘Are you alright, Pretti?’ Richard asked. Immediately he felt it was a stupid 
question to have asked. 

‘I would be in a moment,’ she said, in a barely audible whisper. # 
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CHAPTER 29 


As Ewan saw Mr and Mrs Brent arrive, he came out of his lodge and greeted them. 
They got out of the car and Ewan drove it into the garage. The latter had no idea what 
had happened to Agnetha and they did not care to tell him. Richard went straight into 
Agnetha’s room and when he looked into the drawer of her dresser he found a box 
containing ten sachets of As,O3, Since the box was capable of holding only ten 
sachets and there were nine left, he deduced that was the first time Agnetha had 
attempted to administer the drug to his wife. As Agnetha did not die, he also deduced 
that the dose in each sachet, on its own, was not high enough to be lethal but taken 
over a period of time would certainly have caused death. 

Pretti had gone straight into her bedroom and was having a hard time 
understanding why Agnetha had tried to poison her. She was impatient for Detective 
Inspector CJ Fairfield to complete his enquiry and provide the answers. Meanwhile all 
she could do was wait. 

Richard spent quite a long time in the studio reviewing the video recordings and 
copying the relevant parts to a USB stick, particularly the part where Agnetha was 
putting the poison in his wife’s tea. Putting the multiple cameras around the house 
had paid dividends. 

When he finally lay in bed next to his wife, he looked at her and noticed she was 
still looking pale. He tried to find the right words to say to her but couldn’t get them 
out. 

‘Tm...’ his lips trembled. He looked away from her and tried to regain his 
composure. He looked at her again... ‘I’m sorry... I should have... I should have 
checked...’ That was the first time Pretti had seen her husband’s emotions get the 
better of him. 

‘Don’t blame yourself.’ She put her arms around him and he did likewise. They 
stayed still for a long time, deriving strength from each other without speaking. 

Richard spent most of the night thinking about what kind of additional security he 
needed to have to protect his wife. He seriously considered hiring a bodyguard for her 
and even providing her with a gun. Despite his apparent lack of attention for his wife, 
he was genuinely concerned for her safety. 

When Richard left for work the next morning, he went straight to his office. 
Somehow he was not surprised to see Inspector CJ Fairfield waiting for him. He 
immediately told him what he had found in Agnetha’s room and gave him the box of 
ASs»,O; he’d brought with him. 

‘I would imagine there are enough doses here to kill someone over a period of 
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time,’ said CJ. ‘Where did you get these?’ 

‘Stashed away in Agnetha’s dresser,’ Richard said. 

‘She told me she only tried to poison your wife because she was being 
blackmailed, by a Graham Jones.’ 

‘Graham Jones? Isn’t he the guy I paid the reward money to?’ 

CJ Fairfield nodded. ‘We have since learned that Llew and he were best friends.’ 

‘Yet he grassed on him? With friends like him, who needs enemies? When are you 
going to pick him up?’ 

“We already have,’ CJ replied. ‘Unfortunately he is now resting in the morgue.’ 

“You didn’t shoot the bastard, did you?’ 

‘No. Someone else certainly needed to get level and I have two possible suspects.’ 

‘Who?’ 

“You didn’t happen to find a gun in Agnetha’s room?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Is she one of your suspects?’ 

CJ Nodded. 

‘...and the other?’ 

‘T’m afraid; I can’t tell you that right now.’ 

“Whoever it is, I hope you find them and lock them up before they kill someone 
else.’ 
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When Richard returned home that day his wife had gone out. He was annoyed she 
had not left any message about where she had gone and at what time she would be 
back. His attempts to call her mobile were in vain as it was turned off. It was almost 
nine o’clock at night when she returned. She was in a mood and took herself to bed 
without saying a word to her husband. 

‘Where did you go?’ Richard asked as he lay in bed next to his wife. 

‘Shopping! I only needed a new pair of shoes, but I got carried away and bought 
the shop.’ 

“You didn’t, did you? 

‘Of course not... but I wish I had. Managing a fashion boutique could be fun.’ 

“You just don’t give up, do you?’ 

“You have your job to fill the time, what have I got?’ 

‘Is that how you see me... just filling the time?’ 

“You know what I mean,’ Pretti said as she turned on her side with her back away 
from Richard. 

‘I’ve noticed quite a change in you lately!’ 

“Well done for noticing.’ 


Richard didn’t tell his wife about his meeting with CJ. He hated the idea that his 
wife was going out without proper protection and most of the time failing to carry her 
mobile with her. When she did she would invariably switch it off to make the battery 
last longer she argued. It was as if she was incapable of understanding that having her 
phone switched off prevented people from getting in touch with her, especially in an 
emergency. 

Richard put his hand on Pretti’s bare shoulder and turned her towards him. ‘I love 
you Pretti,’ he said as he planted a small kiss on her lips. 

‘I haven’t heard you say that for a long time,’ she said, and they kissed each other 
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passionately. 

They finished off making love. It was one of the best nights Pretti had spent with 
her husband for a long time since they’d got married. 

‘What do you want for breakfast?’ Pretti asked as she lay on her back looking at 
her husband. 

‘Caressing her face with his fingers he leaned towards her and positioned a tender 
kiss on her lips and said, ‘just a cup of tea please.’ 

Pretti smiled. Seconds later she got out of bed, slipped on her dressing gown, and 
made her way into the kitchen, whilst Richard rested on his back with his hands 
behind his head feeling ever closer to his wife. As Pretti entered the kitchen she 
noticed a handwritten note with the words: J Jove you and a red rose on the kitchen 
top. All the words were written in block letters. She immediately assumed her 
husband had put it there when he came home last night. With a smile on her face, she 
filled a glass with water, placed the rose in it, and threw the note in the bin. 
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It was ten in the morning when Jessica Evans turned up unexpectedly to see her 
daughter. Pretti put up a brave face and had no intention of telling her mother what 
Agnetha had tried to do to her except that she was in hospital. 

‘How are you going to manage without her? Jessica asked. 

‘Fine, mother! I haven’t forgotten how to do house chores, you know!’ she 
sounded almost like she was glad that she would be able to busy herself for a change. 

‘Still it was handy to have someone to do them for you... by the way who’s that 
new chap I saw in the garden?’ 

‘That must have been Ewan, the new handyman.’ 

“What happened to Paul?’ 

‘Oh, him! I wasn’t happy with his work, so I told him to go.’ 

‘I could do with a nice cup of tea,’ Jessica prompted. 

‘Let’s go in the kitchen and Ill make you one.’ 

“How is Richard?’ 

‘Busy as usual.’ 

‘I hope he is coming home more often... now that Agnetha is not here, it’s not 
nice for you to be on your own, particularly with such a handsome man around.’ 

“What’s that supposed to mean mother?’ 

Jessica decided to avoid answering. ‘I see you still know how to make a cup of 
tea.’ 

Pretti grimaced. ‘Are you going to tell me what you meant?’ 

‘I just don’t think you should be living in this big house alone.’ 

‘Tam not... I have... err... how about you come and stay with me for a while?’ 

‘I thought you would never ask,’ Jessica said with a cheeky frown. 

There was a knock on the back door. Pretti figured it must be Ewan and she went 
to see what he wanted. As she opened the door ajar, Ewan couldn’t help notice Jessica 
sitting at the table and he couldn’t take his eyes off her. 

‘Oh, this is my mother,’ Pretti said. ‘Mother, meet Ewan.’ 

Jessica gave him a timid smile. 

“Nice to meet you, ma’am.’ 

As soon as Jessica heard his voice, she felt a chill running down her spine. 

‘Erhm... what did you want, Ewan?’ 

“Want, ma’am?’ Ewan said like he had already forgotten what he came for and 
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then remembered. ‘Oh, I see what you mean,’ he grinned. ‘I was going to wash the car 
but if you are going out then I can do it afterwards.’ 

‘No. You go ahead, but do be quick!’ 

“Will do, ma’am,’ he said politely and walked away. 

Jessica immediately said, ‘I could have sworn I’ve heard that voice before.’ 

“You can say that again,’ she mumbled to herself. ‘Let’s go upstairs.’ 

‘T really would like to go by the pool and perhaps even have a dip... it’s not often 
we have such warm weather in this country.’ 

‘We’ll do that later,’ Pretti insisted and grabbed her mother by the arm. 

They walked in to the studio and saw Ewan on Camera 3. He had the bonnet of 
the car lifted up and he was lying underneath the car with a spanner in his hand. 

‘What is he doing? I thought he was washing the car, but he appears to be 
tampering with it,’ Jessica said. 

Pretti remembered Richard telling her to be vigilant. There had already been an 
attempt on her life which had left her feeling scared. Was she about to experience 
another one? She was tempted to ring Richard and tell him what she was observing, 
but finally ruled against it. She didn’t want to appear to go weak at the knees 
whenever she observed something unusual. Maybe he had found a loose bolt and was 
tightening it, she concluded. She had recently felt the silencer shaking. ‘Yes, that is 
what it must be,’ she convinced herself. But Jessica could see from the look in her 
daughter’s eyes that she was fearful and had a sense that her daughter was holding 
back on her. She was old but she was not a push over by any means. 

‘Pretti, is there something you’re not telling me?’ She was insistent. 

‘Alright, alright. I was nearly poisoned yesterday,’ she said very quickly and 
waited for her mother’s reaction. She expected her mother to react with horror, but 
how horrified she would be to know that her only daughter could have been dead, she 
could not imagine. 

‘And you were going to keep that from me?’ Jessica raised her voice. 

Pretti bowed her head and whispered, ‘I didn’t want to worry you.’ 

“Worry me...’ 

“Yes worry you... look at you... oh, how stupid of me to have told you.’ 

‘Pretti, listen to me. It’s a mother’s role to worry. This is what I was put on earth 
for... from the day you were born I started to worry and I guess I will continue to 
worry until my last breath.’ 

Jessica suddenly appeared to have slipped into a trance and began to soliloquise, 
‘why would anyone want to harm my baby... first there was that bastard Llew 
Jenkins, now Agnetha, who next?’ She looked at the CCTV monitor, and then turned 
to her daughter and said, ‘I sense you are still in danger, my child... and you are 
looking straight at it.’ 

‘Mother, stop being so melodramatic.’ 

“Trust me. A mother senses these things.’ 

Whilst Pretti didn’t want to ignore the warning of her mother, she didn’t want to 
take her too seriously neither. Perhaps by not doing so she felt less scared. She 
squeezed her eyes shut, and fought for composure. When they both looked at the 
CCTV monitor again, Ewan had finished washing the car and was polishing it. 
Moments later Pretti’s Merc was looking brand new. # 
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CHAPTER 30 


Pretti came out of the house and walked towards her Merc. Ewan who was driving her 
to a Flower show had the back door of the car open for her and standing by it he 
watched her stepped inside and took a seat. The expression on her face was cheerful. 
She had not felt that way for a while. He closed the back door and got in the driving 
seat. After putting on the seat belt, he adjusted the rear view mirror and saw his 
mistress touching her mascara. 

‘Let’s go, I don’t want to be late.’ 

Ewan pressed the starter button and pulled away slowly whilst Pretti waved to her 
mother who was standing on the balcony. 

No sooner than the car was out of sight, Jessica heard the phone ringing and it was 
Pretti’s mobile lying on the kitchen worktop. Jessica answered the call and heard 
Richard’s voice on the line. 

‘Hello,’ Jessica said. 

‘This is Richard; let me speak to Pretti for a moment please.’ 

‘She’s not here.’ 

‘Oh! Then, how come you have her mobile?’ 

‘She must have forgotten to take it with her.’ 

‘Did she say where she was going?’ 

‘Ewan has taken her to the Flower show.’ 

‘Ewan? Damn!’ 

“What’s up?’ 

‘Ewan is not who he said he is!’ 

“You mean he is an impostor?’ 

‘That’s pretty much the case.’ 

‘I thought so.’ 

He cut off and rang Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield immediately. Karina 
answered the phone. 

‘Brent here.’ 

‘Hello Mr Brent, CJ was just about to ring you... Ewan Hughes is not who he said 
he is, the real Ewan is dead, strangled.’ 

‘That’s what I was ringing about... my investigator has just informed me about it.’ 

‘I fear your wife’s life may be in danger, where is she now?’ 

‘Gone to the Flower show and she is being driven by the impostor Ewan Hughes.’ 

‘Have you rung to tell her?’ 

‘She left her mobile at home... I’ve got no way of getting in touch with her.’ 

‘Where is the Flower show?’ 
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‘No idea.’ 

‘There can’t be many of those taking place. Have you tried googling it?’’ 
“That’s a thought.’ 

‘Oh, wait a minute. Your wife’s car has got a tracker in it, hasn’t it?’ 

‘Oh yes.’ 


38 3 3k 


Pretti was surprised to see that her car was running smoothly. Since Ewan was the 
driver, she figured he could not have done anything wrong to it. 

‘Is the car okay now,’ Pretti asked. 

“Yes ma’am, why do you ask?’ 

‘I saw you fiddling with it when you went to wash it.’ 

‘I was just tightening a loose bolt, ma’am,” he lied. 

‘Do you know a lot about cars?’ 

‘Enough to service my own.’ 

‘Oh, I didn’t know you have one.’ 

‘I don’t now, but I used to have one... a nice little mini cooper.’ 

‘Really? My ex...’ Pretti started to say but then stopped abruptly. She didn’t want 
to tell Ewan that her ex-boyfriend Llew had one.’ 

They were headed towards the Three Cliffs Bay. Pretti watched as Ewan moved 
the levers that controlled the gas pedal and the brake. ‘You handle these well.’ 

“You know how to drive? Oh, of course you do, this is your car.’ 

‘Not as well as you and I don’t go as fast as you either.’ 

‘Am I going too fast for your liking, ma’am?’ 

‘A little.’ 

‘T’ll slow down then,’ he said but instead he went faster. They were climbing up a 
narrow mountain road. 

‘This is not the way to the Flower show. Where are we going?’ 

‘I have a little house at the top here. I thought we could have a drink. Aren’t you 
thirsty? I am.’ 

There was a long silence. Pretti recalled her mother’s warning and began to feel 
uneasy. She decided to send an SMS to Richard. She opened her handbag to grab her 
phone and discovered she had left it at home. Shit, she thought. 

“You know, ma’am, your husband is really lucky to have you, but I have noticed 
he doesn’t come home everyday.’ 

‘Are you always that observant?’ 

Ewan grinned. ‘If I had a wife like you I would not let her sleep alone.’ 

‘I’m not alone... I have my mother to keep me company.’ 

‘And your au-pair, of course... By the way, where is she? I haven’t seen her 
lately.’ 

‘Agnetha has gone to visit her sick mother,’ she lied. 

‘She is a very lovely girl, isn’t she? I had a girlfriend once.’ 

‘Oh yes... what happened? Did she run away with a billionaire?’ Pretti tried to 
lighten the atmosphere. 

“You’re very funny,’ Ewan said but he was not laughing. ‘As a matter of fact, she 
did,’ he confirmed, as he glanced quickly at Pretti and then added, ‘The bitch chose 
money over love. You wouldn’t do that, would you?’ 

Pretti hesitated for a moment, and then said, ‘I love my husband.’ 

“But does he love you and have time for you? 


‘Don’t be so insolent... of course he does.’ 

Another long silence followed. Pretti tried to keep cool, but she was fighting hard 
to keep her breathing normal. 

‘I loved you once too.’ 

‘I beg your pardon?’ Pretti frowned, wondering if she’d heard him correctly. 

‘Yes I did. You didn’t know that, did you?’ 

Pretti looked at him in surprise. ‘No.’ 

‘Did you like the rose?’ 

“What rose?’ 

‘The one I put on your kitchen top?’ 

“You did that?’ 

Ewan nodded. ‘Yep.’ 

How did he get pass the alarm? She wondered. 

*,..and I saw you making love too.’ 

“You what? Youcame in my bedroom?’ She raised her voice, filled with fury. 
“You’re disgusting.’ 

Their eyes met and she looked at him hatefully. He could see the daggers dancing 
in her eyes. 

‘Don’t worry; I didn’t stay long... but how I let you get married to that foolish 
Brent Ill never know...Do you really love this old man? I’m surprised he can still 
manage it.’ 

Pretti began to freak out. ‘I want to stop this conversation... please concentrate on 
your driving,’ she ordered and immediately looked in her handbag for her pepper 
spray. She was ready to use it if Ewan should try anything funny. 

‘T have never forgiven myself for that, but you couldn’t care less, could you? 
Err... this ex-boyfriend of yours who had the mini, why did you leave him? Don’t 
answer that. I’ll bet it had to do with money.’ 

‘If you must know, people do fall out of love,’ Pretti said, feeling somewhat 
irritated. 

“Yes, like you fell out of love with me.’ 

“Stop it! What are you, crazy? I’ve never fallen in love with you.’ 

At this point Ewan stopped the car immediately, turned round to face Pretti. ‘Are 
you sure about that?’ His eyes bore into hers so hard it was almost painful to meet his 
gaze, but nonetheless she met it. 

Suddenly Pretti began to wonder, ‘Your voice?’ 

“What about it?’ 

‘It can’t be...’ 

“You mean the person you are thinking is dead... burnt alive in a blaze of fire?’ 

After a short pause he dropped the bombshell, ‘you’re not the only one who had a 
miraculous escape when our van went over that cliff.’ 

Pretti was flabbergasted. Her face had turned white. ‘Llew, is that you?’ 

“Well done! I always knew you were bright. Youcan move to the top of the class,’ 
he said with a big smirk on his face. 

‘But your face...’ 

‘Yes my face... It’s amazing how science has progressed. Ever since the day of 
that accident I’ve been in excruciating pain—both physical and emotional. The 
doctors have done a great job putting me back together again and given me a new 
face; quite successfully I must say, but what’s the point? Without you I am nothing!’ 

The car was standing on a slope, the brake screeched as it struggled to prevent the 
vehicle from running backward along the hairpin curves. The sea appeared far below 
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them. Pretti’s heart was beating faster. Suddenly she heard the door locks engage. 

He looked angrily at Pretti. “You have a husband! He shouted at her. ‘What do 
I have?’ Llew said hoarsely. “You took away from me the reason for living and now I 
don’t care if I live or die. One thing is for sure, you are coming with me.’ 

‘Lift the handbrake up more,’ Pretti begged, ‘I don’t want to...’ 

“You don’t want to die? I have waited this long for this moment. That had been the 
only thing which kept me alive and now you and I are going to end it together.’ 

Pretti stared at him, horrified. ‘What are you talking about? Do something please 
and Ill make it up to you, I promise,’ she said sounding as convincing as she could 
and wiped her eyes. 

‘Oh yeah, how?’ He raised his voice to her, and for an insane moment, he wanted 
to slap her. 

There was another screeching coming from the brake. This time the car moved 
back a few inches. 

‘My husband has money, lots of it. [have money,’ she said fearing her time was 
running out. 

‘Money! That’s all you think about! How about love? Can you soothe my aching 
heart?’ 

Pretti could see she was failing to persuade Llew from changing his mind and 
decided to try another tactic. 

‘If you truly love me as you say, you won’t want to see me dead. You would be 
happy for me.’ 

‘Happy for you? Ha! And what about me? Don’t I have the right to be happy too? 
Or is happiness only reserved for spoiled egotistic brats like you? Four years of my 
life I invested in you, for what?’ 

Pretti’s scared lips turned into a horrific imitation of a smile. The car slipped 
further backward towards a blind curve on the steep mountain road. There was only 
one possible outcome and it was not the kind of outcome she was wishing. But what 
could she do to reverse the situation? She couldn’t open the door and jump out as 
Llew had put the safety lock on. 

‘Do something and stop the car!’ Pretti pleaded, tears running down her cheeks. 
She tried to wrestle the handbrake from Llew, but it was impossible. ‘I’ll give you 
anything you want!’ Pretti yelled. ‘I’ll even divorce my husband and come back to 
you...’ 
Llew looked into her tearful eyes and said, ‘I have what I want, I have you here 
with me where you belong and no one will ever take you away from me again.’ 

He thought of all the years he had spent loving her and after he had taken the risk 
of kidnapping her on the first occasion, he could not help recalling how Pretti 
promised to stay with him and how he had almost believed her then. What a 
pathological liar she is, he thought. 

From the moment he had heard of Pretti’s wedding he became jealous with rage 
and had only one thing on his mind: retribution. 

He’d spent sleepless nights planning. When he’d heard Pretti was looking for a 
new handyman and Ewan Hughes was going for an interview with her, he’d 
ambushed and strangled him, and attended the interview instead. 

Llew had previously warned Pretti that if he could not have her, no one will, and 
now what God had joined together he had decided to put asunder. 

The next moment the brake gave up and they were flying over the cliff, down the 
steep mountainside, the car plummeting end over end in an ugly spin of death. Pretti 
was screaming ‘Oh God please help me, I don’t want to die!’ There were literally 


125 


126 


seconds before the car reached the bottom and crashed into the sea when suddenly it 
stopped falling, as if by some strange form of magic it froze. A huge magnet hanging 
from a helicopter had grabbed it and slowly took it to safety. Pretti couldn’t believe 
she had once again cheated death. 

When Llew was out of the car and being handcuffed, he stared angrily at Pretti 
and said, “You think you’ve won, don’t you? But you haven’t...I’II be back.’ 

Richard grabbed the gun from CJ’s hoister and pointed it at Llew. ‘No, you 
won't.’ 

As he was about to press the trigger, CJ pleaded with him. ‘Don’t do it Mr Brent, 
let the law takes it course.’ 

‘To hell with the law... The law thought he was dead... burnt alive they declared.’ 

‘Okay, we do not always get it right... still we got to him in time. Now let us do 
our job,’ CJ insisted. 

‘No, I will do what I should have done when I first laid eyes on him. I am not 
about to make the same mistake twice.’ 

Richard turned his attention to Llew again and pressed the trigger. When the gun 
did not go off, he tried again but quickly realised the safety catch was on. As he 
proceeded to release it CJ hit his wrist hard and the gun slipped out of Richard’s hand. 

‘Why did you stop me?’ Richard yelled, filled with anger. 

‘Even scum like him deserves police protection. Besides, I want him behind bars, 
not you.’ 

Pretti rushed to Richard and put her arms around him, sobbing. 

CJ Fairfield was pleased to have got his man and he could not wait to put Pretti’s 
ex-boyfriend away. As sorry as he felt for her, with all she'd been through, CJ felt far 
less sympathetic for Llew. As far as CJ was concerned, the guy deserved to be 
punished. 2 
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EPILOGUE 


Llew Jenkins was indicted and duly tried for reckless driving, kidnapping, attempted 
murder and murder. 

A jury of twelve, six men and six women, found him guilty on six counts as 
follows: 


kidnapping Pretti twice; 

driving recklessly and endangering Pretti’s life; 

attempting to murder Pretti; 

murdering the real Ewan Hughes by strangling him and hiding his body in the 
woods and for shooting his best friend Graham Jones in his flat. 


He was given a life sentence and is currently locked up in Broadmoor prison. 


Agnetha was tried for attempting to poison Pretti and was deported back to 
Switzerland where she was again put on trial for killing a fellow citizen who’d tried to 
rape her and she was found guilty of manslaughter. She is awaiting sentencing. 


Pretti lived to fight another day. Her husband Richard finally agreed that she could 
open her own fashion boutique. 2 


---The End--- 


GPSbooksUK 


THE 


WRECKAGE 


by 


Sydney S Chellen 


Enrico Swanson was a hard working man. Weary of the bleakness of his 
future, in his homeland where the rich got richer and the poor got poorer, 
he gathered his belongings and boarded a ship to a land of plenty. After 
he married Henrietta, his small wage working as a Civil Engineer was 
just about enough to pay his mortgage. He held two jobs working very 
long hours to provide for his small family. Enrico and Henrietta kept 
themselves to themselves. It was Ist September 2011 and they were 
excited because their daughter Petra, a 25-year-old university graduate 
from London, was returning home after four years of absence. They had 
cooked the best dinner they could afford to welcome her. What happened 
a week after her return launched a series of events that would trouble and 
haunt the Swanson family for years! 


ISBN 978-1-78280-676-9 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 


128 


GPSbooksUK 


A series of four books on SEX, LIES, and MURDER 


“A greatread that “This is a good piece of narrative. The 


= keeps you on the plot is simple and there are few 
edge of your seat characters, which makes for easy reading 
wanting to know and understanding. The writing style is 
more!! brisk. Definitely, Sydney S Chellen is a 
ei good storyteller and his novel is very 


enjoyable. Hopefully the story could 


become the basis for a film script.” 
Prega Valaydon, Mauritius. 


‘S| Sex! Lies:arid Murdér 


BOOK 1: The folly of Laura is a prequel to a touch of Desire 


Laura is married to a successful surgeon and has just moved into 
a new house in Islington with her 7 year old son. One morning when she 
is home alone, a stranger comes in and rapes her. Fearing that her 
husband will blame her for allowing it to happen, she decides not to 


report the crime to the police. 
Days later the stranger returns and bizarrely Laura starts an affair with him but soon after, 
decides to break off the illicit relationship. 


Coincidentally someone kidnaps her son. After discovering the 
identity of the abductor, she decides to meet with him. Can Laura rescue 
her son and save her marriage? 


ISBN 978-1-78280-45 1-2 


23 “A great sequel “After reading the first book, I 

ef YONEY § to the first book — Sex, was happy to learn there was 
lies and murder — the more, and I wasn’t 

z folly of Laura. disappointed! As good if not 

i If you were gripped by _ better than the first and I hope 

f the first novel, you to read more stories with the 
MUST read on...” enterprising CJ Fairfield in the 

2d Amazon customer. futur e ! ” 

° Amazon Customer. 


Sex, Lies ata Murder 


BOOK 2: A touch of Desire is a Sequel to the novel the folly of Laura 


Laura’s best friend, Desiré, is a retired model who is married to antique art dealer, Peter 
Emery. Bored with her dull and lonely life, she periodically frequents a brothel for distraction until one 
day a man comes to clean her swimming pool. She starts an affair with him and very quickly falls for 
him hook, line and sinker. 

Who is this man? Is he the man who will bring Desiré the happiness she craves, or is he a devil 
in disguise with nothing but vengeance on his mind? 


978-1-78280-452-9 
Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 


129 


GPSbooksUK 


BOOK 3: 

Revenge of the Beast is the third book in the series SEX, 
LIES & MURDER. It is a sequel to book one: The Folly 
of Laura and book two, A touch of Desire. 


Na aH) 


— 
LJ 
— 
rv 
—< 
cs 


Antonio Bellucci is presumed dead when he was shot 
twice and ran into the sea in Herne Bay, Kent, England. 
Is he the road to happiness for Desiré or the worst 
nightmare for the Wilsons? 


® Sex. Lies and Murder ISBN 978-1-78280-676-9 


"A successful one! So interesting that I felt sorry when I reached the last page and I 
start looking forward for the 4th book. The thirst for the next book is well created by 
(a) the mystery around the ghost and the first session of exorcism which needs to be 
renewed; (b) the development in Medicines; (c) the body that disappeared." ricky duvai 


Mauritian reader. 


Warm up those cold winter nights with these 
books. Be part of this exclusive group of readers! 


BOOK 4: 
YON EY § Death at the Geldens Hotel is the fourth book is the series 
SEX, LIES & MURDER. Michaela Wilson had it all—a 
ra = | ° 


Fy 4 successful career, a brand new house, and a loving husband. 


Nara) 
S AUNGAS 


ra 


~ Whilst on honeymoon on the island of Mauri Tsui, she is 


tragically strangled in her hotel room. This senseless act of 
brutality robbed this beautiful English rose of a wonderful 
and vibrant life. 


On the hunt is Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield. Will he risk 
his life to find the killer or killers or will it just be another 
open and shut case? 


Sex, Lies and \turder 


A"Great, great, great. Amazing ISBN 978-1-78280-758-2 
ending." Vicky Duval, 
Mauritian reader 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 


130 


GPSbooksUK 


“A very interesting book! “T read the book. Very 


YDNEY § Sydney S Chellen isa great nice one. Lovely story, 
writer with fascinating very creative and spicy. 


NaTIHOD 
S AANGAS 


imagination! First time I The last sentence 
5 find myself clinging so touched my soul.” 
‘9 much to reading a book. Vanisha Soodoo, 
3 Interrupting the reading was___ Public Relations 
a done only when there was Officer. 


‘ eo —~—(éerreatt need to do so. Interest 


— 


me ie . re iS - ‘ 
. " is maintained all through 
» Along Came Kevin : 


out. If the word “end” was 


ae ; 
not written I would have Fenoy ed renting he 

: novel... quite a nice 
kept turning the pages for sory? 


further reading.” Vicky Tenn Siegel Paul 
Duval, Mauritian reader. 


ISBN 978-1-78280-95 1-7 
Along Came Kevin is a crime thriller that a mainstream publisher in his native 
country did not want you to read because ‘the plot may be a bit too dynamic for 
the Mauritian society and context.’ 
It is a story of deception and murder concerning a brilliant car mechanic, Chad 
Donaldson, who is married to Amanda Price, a stunning, sexy and brilliant dance 
teacher from Essex who is fifteen years his junior. After seven years of what he 
thought was a happy marriage, his life turns upside down when he learns her hidden 
secret. How will he handle his discovery? Will Amanda's and Chad’s life ever be the 
same again? 


A Step Too A Step Too Far is a great book, a 
perfect blend of love story 


Far 1s a (romance) and suspense. Somehow, 
ears it feels that at the beginning the 
thrilling story author was driving slowly on the 


roundabout and preoccupied by 


of love, hate which road to take to reach his 
an d mur d er. destination. However, the language 


becomes more fluid as he leaves the 


roundabout. 
Mrs. Vicky Duval, reader from Mauritius. 


NaTIGHO 
V S AANGAS 


A thrilling story of love, hate and murder 


Pretti Evans meets and falls in love with billionaire Richard Brent. Her ex-boyfriend can’t accept that 
his four-year-long relationship with her has come to an end. After failing to regain her affection, he 
vows that if he cannot have her, no one else will. When Pretti ignores his threat and marries Richard, 
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A team of doctors tries to save the life of a Prime Minster who has collapsed and has been 
tushed to hospital where he is diagnosed as having caught COVID19. In an attempt to rid his 
body of the deadly virus, a capsule and its crew is miniaturised and pushed down his 
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Donna Rees, a beautiful thirty-five-year-old blonde-haired millionairess has for the last three years been 
living a peaceful life with her handsome toy-boy, Jeff Larson—ten years her junior. One evening she 
receives an international call claiming Jeff is a dead man walking. He has traded his soul in settlement of a 
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side manner’. In 1997, he became a Senior Lecturer at Canterbury Christ Church 
University and started to write educational books. His book: The Essential Guide to 
the Internet for Health Professionals became a best seller in UK and the USA. The 
second edition of the book is available in paperback, hardback and e-book format. 
In 1966, he co-wrote a fictional novel, Wreckage but forty-seven years later, he re- 
wrote it and re-titled it theWreckage—based partly on a true-life story. Thirteen 
more novels ensued—four of which form part of a series called Sex, Lies, and 
Murder. 

Sydney S. Chellen has three children and two grand children. He and 
his wife who now live in the county of Kent, UK and they have two Birman 
pedigrees namely Lord DeMilo and Lady Tara which they adore. 
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ROMANTIC THRILLER 
A STEP TOO FAR 


SYDNEY S CHELLEN 


willing story of love, hate and murder 


Pretti Evans meets and falls in love with billionaire 
Richard Brent. Her ex-boyfriend can’t accept that his four- 
year-long relationship with her has come to an end. After 
failing to regain her affection. he vows that if he can’t have 
her, no one else will. When Pretti ignores his threat and 
marries Richard, she sends him into a fit of fury. How far is 
he going to go to put asunder what God has joined together? 
And is he going to succeed in achieving his goal? 
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